THE CAMPFIRE 

GIRLS 

AT HOLLY HOUSE 




Copyright, 1933, by 
The World Syndicate Publishing Co. 



Prmcd in tht Unitud StaUt ef Amtrint 

by 

THE COMMERCIAL BOOKBINDING COi 

CLBVBLAND,Ot 



CHAPTER I 

"Gosh, but it's cold!" 

Anita Brooks slammed the door of her father's 
jewelry store behind her and bent her head 
against the sharp December wind that sent the 
snow eddying around street corners and into 
people's faces, snatching breaths and turning 
hands and faces blue with cold. 

Christmas vacation was at hand and the Camp 
Fire Girls of Oakdale, under the Guardianship 
of young and pretty Mrs. Evans, were what is 
familiarly known as up a tree insofar as presents 
went. It was not that they did not know what 
to purchase for their many friends and relatives, 
to say nothing of one another, that was a compara- 
tively easy matter in the face of their real diffi- 
culty. In order to buy things, one must have the 
wherewithal with which to do so and that where- 
withal was sadly lacking among the members o£ 
Wa- Wan-Da Camp Fire. 

The matter had been the subject of long and 
exhaustive discussions not only in the Camp 
Fire Circle but in the family circles of the 
twenty Camp Fire members as well. The pos- 
sibility of raising money for Christmas this year 
was as remote as the likelihood of finding flowers 
blooming under the snow in the back yard gardens 
of Oakdale. It just couldn't be done. AH the 
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known methods had been tried with the same 
disheartening lack of success. No one seemed 
to want the magazine subscriptions the girls 
offered from door to door. The pre-Christmas 
bazaar at which the toys and needlework made 
by the girls, usually sold so fast one would think 
they were being given away, proved to be a total 
failure. No matter which way the girls turned 
in their efforts to earn their usual quota of 
money for charitable purposes as was their 
custom each year, they found all avenues closed 
to not only themselves but to the regular church 
and charitable organizations as well. 

The reason was a very simple and self evident 
one. The people of Oakdale were without funds. 
Mismanagement and unethical business methods 
on the part of the president of the town's only 
bank had caused the collapse of that institution 
and while the embezzler had been apprehended 
and the board of directors were waiting for the 
involved and complicated formalities connected 
with borrowing money from other banks to be 
unraveled, the townsfolk were forced to get 
along on what money there was in circulation 
which wasn't much because everybody was hold- 
ing on to what they had, fearful lest they be 
reduced to abject poverty. 

Anita was on her way to the regular weekly 
Camp Fire meeting in the basement of the high 
school building where plans for their part in 
the coming Christmas party in the town hall 
were to be discussed. In an effort to obtain 
money for relief work, the town of Oakdale was 
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giving a huge Christmas party to which the public 
was invited and where the Camp Fire Girls were 
to give a demonstration of the various arts and 
crafts in which they were proficient. Completed 
work, such as hand woven baskets, embroidery 
and other needlework, Batik scarves, toys, original 
photographs and scores of other useful and at- 
tractive articles made by the girls were to be 
on sale, the proceeds, if any, to go to the general 
fund to care for the poor. 

Fighting the wind every inch of the way, Anita 
arrived at the high school building. Pausing 
for a moment in the hallway to catch her breath, 
her attention was attracted by a familiar figure 
standing at the blackboard in one of the class- 
rooms. Knowing that nothing but the most urgent 
necessity could lure her rotund friend Mabel 
Chapman into a schoolroom during a vacation 
period, Anita entered the room. Mabel was busy 
drawing what to Anita seemed to be an octopus 
wearing a racoon coat and as she approached, the 
artist pro tern turned around. 

"I came up here for privacy, Anita Brooks," she 
told her friend with some severity, "and I'd like 
to have it." 

"You'll find it in the dictionary," replied Anita 
indifferently, "what's that supposed to be?" 

"This," announced Mabel with a sweeping ges- 
ture toward the drawing, "is what will take the 
wind out of winter, revolutionize the overcoat 
industry and, incidentally, swell, to a considerable 
degree, the Chapman coffers. You have the rare 
privilege and honor of being the first of the com- 
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mon horde to stand in awe and admiration before 
the Chapman Patented Electric Overcoat Heater, 
a boon to every man, woman and child residing 
in this frigid northern clime." 
"That's very nice," replied Anita, "but what is 

it?" 

"Sap I" retorted Mabel angrily, "I just told you. 
It's a plan I just invented to heat overcoats 
electrically so a girl can keep warm on cold 
days like this. You see," she went on, "the coat 
is wired inside like one of those electric heating 
pads and the batteries are carried in the pockets 
with a little switch to turn the heat on and off." 
"Splendid !" cried Anita, "and those people that 
aren't eletrocuted can kill themselves carrying, 
heavy batteries around. You do think of the 
most practical ideas!" 

"Aw, you give me a pain!" nurtured Mabel, 
throwing her chalk down as she perceived the 
truth of Anita's statement. "Always taking the 
joy out of life." 

"Are the others here yet?" Anita asked, ignor- 
ing her friend's complaint. 

"They ought to be," replied Mabel, consulting 
her wrist watch, "it's after three now and the 
meeting was for three o'clock." 

Together the two girls descended the stairs 
to the basement. As they opened the door of 
the gymnasium, they were greeted by a rush of 
noise, laughter and conversation as eighteen 
active girls disported themselves about the vast 
room while waiting for the meeting to start. 
Dolores Rodriguez, tall, dark eyed and graceful, 
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was practising basket ball shots with petite, fair 
haired Alice Blake, her closest friend and bosom 
companion while mad-cap, harum-scarum Lenore 
Rivers, the most popular girl among Oakdale's 
younger set was performing alarming gymnastics 
on the flying trapeze and challenging all and 
sundry to duplicate her feats. 

It was evident from the noise and confusion 
that Mrs. Evans had not yet arrived but as Mabel 
and Anita prepared to join the others in their 
merry making, the door opened. Expecting to 
see their leader, the girls turned around and the 
next instant their eyes opened wide and their 
jaws dropped in surprise as they beheld the tall, 
stalwart figure of the Assistant United States 
Marshal whose headquarters were in Oakdale. 

"Is this here a reg'lar Camp Fire meetin'?" he 
boomed, looking about in bewilderment at the 
scene of bedlam before him. 

Instantly all was quiet and the girls looked 
from one to the other, wondering what could 
have brought the Marshal to one of their meet- 
ings. 

"It is," answered Mabel, "that is, it will be 
when Mrs. Evans gets here." 

"Isn't she here yet?" queried the Marshal. 
"She's the one I'm after. When do you expect 
her?" 

Fear and alarm were written plainly on the fea- 
tures of the girls as they heard the Marshal's 
statement. The United States government after 
their beloved leader? Impossible! Mrs. Evans 
had done nothing that would call for intervention 
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on the part of the law. They knew it, were sure 
of it. They were willing and ready to prove it, 
make any sacrifice necessary to release their 
adored Guardian from the clutches of this man 
and they said so but the Marshal was adamant. 
He closed his eyes to their pleading faces and 
turned a deaf ear to their pleas. He had orders 
to find Mrs. Evans and he was determined to do 
his duty regardless of all protestations as to her 
innocence of any crime or misdeed. 

It was while the storm of protest was at its 
height that the door opened again, this time to 
admit the object of the Marshal's search and 
the girls' worship, Mrs. Evans herself. Im- 
mediately a fresh storm broke out as each girl 
tried to tell her Guardian of the Marshal's 
mission and hear for herself her leader's honest 
denial of any guilt or participation in any enter- 
prise that would necessitate her arrest. 

With some difficulty Mrs. Evans stopped the 
horrent of words that was innundating her from 
all sides. Throwing aside her coat, she jumped 
up on a convenient chair and called the wildly 
excited girls to order. 

"I want you all to go to the other side of the 
room," she announced as the girls became silent, 
"while I talk to Mr. Henderson. If there is 
any reason why I should go away with him, I'll 
let you know." 

As the girls reluctantly made their way to the 
further side of the large gymnasium, Dolores 
whispered something to Lenore while Mrs. Evans 
conferred with the Marshal. Lenore opened her 
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soft brown eyes wide as she heard why Dolores 
thought the Marshal had come for their leader. 
Beckoning to Alice, Mabel and Anita, the five 
segregated themselves from the others while 
Lenore, in hushed tones, told the three girls what 
Dolores had just whispered to her. 

"Remember Shanthi Dahabur?" Lenore began 
"that Hindu we met in Paris?" 

"You mean that little skinny fellow we told 
Lieutenant Cook about?" asked Mabel. 

"That's the one," replied Dolores. "Remember 
we landed at Bombay after that without having 
our passports properly visaed?" 

"Yes, but whats that got to do with this?" 
Alice asked, puzzled. 

"I found out," replied Lenore, "that he was 
deported as soon as he landed in New York and 
those diamonds were taken away from him." 

"All of which makes everything as clear as 
a London fog as far as this is concerned," 
answered Anita. 

"Don't you see, stupid? "whispered Lenore 
with asperity. "The British are very strict 
about such things. It's practically a crime to 
them for anyone to visit either England or one 
of its possessions without proper credentials." 

"And we did," finished Dolores, "and got away 
with it. Remember? We thought it was fun 
at the time but now it looks as though we're in 
for it. I'll bet a pair of stockings that that 
Dahabur bird found out about it somehow when 
he got back to India and reported us just as we 
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reported him. What other reason would a 
United States Marshal have in coming here?" 
"Holy Smoke!" gasped Mabel, "we're sunk!" 
As the girls stared with renewed interest at 
Mrs. Evans and the Marshal talking at the other 
end of the room, they saw her shake her head 
vehemently. Evidently she was refusing to do 
the Marshal's bidding, knowing perhaps that 
she was well within her rights in doing so and 
the girls shuddered as they remembered the 
wily Hindu who knew how to use the law to 
his own evil advantage. 

It was while they were on a trip by airplane 
around the world in behalf of the National Camp 
Fire Organization, having been selected by them 
as the best and most representative Camp Fire 
Girls in the country, that the girls met and 
later overheard Shanthi, Dahabur, an unscrupulous 
Hindu merchant discuss plans for smuggling 
valuable gems into the United States. Meeting 
Lieutenant Cook, Naval Attache with the Amer- 
ican Embassy in Paris and Mrs. Evans' cousin a 
few days later, the girls mentioned the matter 
to him with the result that the would-be smuggler 
was apprehended and deported upon his arrival 
in America. 

Suddenly Mabel grabbed Lenore by the arm. 
"Look!" she whispered excitedly, "we're done 
for. He's serving papers on her!" 

The Marshal was removing an important look- 
ing document from his pocket and was handing 
it to Mrs. Evans. Slowly she reached her hand 
out for it and as she read the message it con- 
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tained, the Marshal beckoned to the waiting girls 
to approach. Not knowing whether to obey him 
or not, they hesitated for a brief moment. 

"Come on!" urged the Marshal impatiently, 
"I haven't got all day!" 

Slowly the girls approached, their very at- 
titudes the picture of utter dejection. As they 
gathered half heartedly about their leader, she 
glanced up from the important looking letter she 
had been reading and as she gazed into the twenty 
downcast faces before her, her own countenance 
twitched with ill concealed emotion. Vigorously 
she blew her nose, cleared her throat and glanced 
appealingly at the Marshal. But his face was 
a stony mask as he shook his head. 

"I can't help it, Ma'am," he said. "You've 
gotta tell 'em. Its the law." 
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CHAPTER II 

Mrs. Evans sighed. 

"If I must, I must," she said, her voice quiver- 
ing with emotion. "Girls," she continued, "United 
States Marshall Henderson has just — has just 
told me that--that we— we~oh hang it all ! Look !" 
And she held aloft two important looking pieces 
of paper, one of them long and narrow. As the 
puzzled girls pressed around their Guardian to 
see what the nature of the documents were, 
Dolores, who was a little taller than the rest 
and who had managed to squeeze a little nearer 
to Mrs. Evans, uttered a startled squeal. 

"A cheque!" she cried, "a cheque for honest- 
to-goodness United States money! We're rich, 
girls, we're rich!" 

It was with some difficulty that Mrs. Evans 
succeeded in quelling the uproar that followed 
Dolores' announcement and it was with a catch 
in her voice and tears of happiness welling up 
in -her eyes that she confirmed the girl's dis- 
covery. 

"This cheque," she told the awed girls, "is 
for fifteen thousand dollars! Mr. Henderson 
has just told me we must accept it as our reward 
from the federal government for the information 
we gave the government about Shanthi Dahabur !" 

"By golly, Dolores, you were right!" shouted 
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Mabel excitedly, "he did come here because of 
that man." 

"Yes," laughed Dolores happily, "but not for 
the reason I thought." 

"But maybe they will find out about those 
passports someday," worried Alice, "and then 
what'll we do?" 

"If its those visas for Bombay that you're 
worrying about," smiled Mrs. Evans, overhearing 
Alice's plaint, "forget about it. I took care of 
that while you girls were sightseeing." 

"Hadn't we better have our meeting now," sug- 
gested one of the girls, "and decide what we're 
going to do with all that money?" 

"Very well," replied Mrs. Evans, "Mr. Henderson 
will you stay too?" 

At a signal from their leader, the girls took 
their places in a circle about the floor and as 
Mrs. Evans called the roll, they answered with 
their symbolic Indian names. All were present 
and Mrs. Evans lost no time in getting to the 
business at hand. 

"We have been given a monetary reward of 
an unusually large denomination," she began, 
"for a service we have rendered. The slogan of 
the Camp Fire Girls is "Give Service," and we 
do not expect nor wish to be paid for any 
service given. However, by accepting this re- 
ward, I believe we can do another and perhaps 
greater service. It is for this reason that I 
have asked Mr. Henderson to remain for our 
meeting." 

Mrs. Evans had barely finished speaking when 
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Anita rose in her place, signifying her desire to 
speak. 

"I propose," she announced simply, "that we 
give the money to the poor relief fund." 

Instantly nineteen voices cried as one. 

"Second the motion!" came the chorus. 

"Motion made and seconded that the money 
given us as a reward for a service rendered be 
turned over to the poor relief fund," called Mrs. 
Evans. "All in favor signify by making the Hand 
Sign of Fire." 

Twenty hands rose swiftly and gracefully ceil- 
ingward. 

"Motion unanimously carried," smiled the 
happy leader. "Mr. Henderson," she continued, 
turning to that beaming individual, "will you 
take charge of this money and see that it is 
placed in the proper hands?" 

"You bet I will!" he boomed reaching out a 
great hamlike paw for the cheque. "This here 
is the noblest piece of work I've seen pulled off 
in all my born days. Dawggone if I ain't gonna 
tell th' newspaper fellers about this!" 

"You do and you'll wish you hadn't," threat- 
ened Mrs. Evans half jokingly, "this is a strictly 
confidential transaction between the Assistant 
United States Marshal of this district and the 
members of Wa- Wan-Da Camp Fire and is to 
be treated as such." 

"Alright," laughed the Marshal, "if you say 
so but it seems to me that I saw that O'Brien 
feller that works for the Oakdale Courrier 
snoopin' roun' here a while ago. You aint gonna 



deny it when he calls you up to verify the story, 
are you?" 

"No," replied Mrs. Evans, "I can't do that 
but I can and will ask them not to print it." 

"Not print a story like that?" roared the 
Marshal as he reached the door, "I don't think 
that's very likely to happen!" 

Nevertheless Mrs. Evans determined to use 
whatever influence she had with editor of the 
town's newspaper and as she proceeded with 
the meeting, she made a mental note to phone 
him as soon as she arrived home. 

The big Christmas party at the town hall 
was but two days away and the girls worked 
feverishly to complete their various tasks in 
time. 

Aside from displaying and offering for sale 
objects of their own designing and manufacture, 
the girls were to give an exhibition of tent 
pitching, camp making, baby care, first aid to 
the injured and various other crafts that all 
Camp Fire Girls are required to know. 

As they worked, they speculated among them- 
selves what they would do if the fifteen thousand 
dollars they had just given to charity were 
their own personal fortune. 

"I suppose you'd buy fifteen thousand dollars 
worth of pie and ice cream," laughed Lenore 
turning to Mabel, knowing her rotund friend's 
chief weakness, "and eat it all yourself." 

"I'd eat it all myself, alright," replied Mabel, 
"but I wouldn't buy fifteen thousand dollars 
worth. I'd only buy fourteen thousand, nine 
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hundred and ninety nine dollars and seventy 
five cents worth." 

"What's the twenty five cents for?" asked 
Anita. 

"Experience teaches," sighed Mabel. "That 
two bits would go for castor oil." 

"Well, I know what I'd do if I had that money, 
or even part of it," sighed Dolores. "I'd either 
buy or hire a, truck to cart all this stuff over to 
the hall. As it is, by the time we've finished 
carrying half of the things over, It'll be New 
Years." 

"Good Heavens!" groaned Mabel, "do we have 
to lug this stuff over there too?" ' 

"We could make nothing but round baskets," 
suggested Alice, "and put the other stuff inside 
'em. Then all we'd have to do is roll the whole 
works over to the hall." 

"Why not have the exhibition here?" asked 
Mabel, "we'll only have to drag all this back 
anyway." 

"I knew you weaklings would whine about 
carrying a few baskets and things a couple of 
blocks," Lenore said, "so I asked Dad to loan 
us a truck for the day. The garage'll be closed 
anyway which gives us the use of the truck 
for the entire day." 

"Well, that's a relief," sighed Mabel, "now 
I can make a few of those oversize baskets I 
designed last week." 

"I said Dad was only going to loan us one 
truck," reminded Lenore drily, "not a fleet of 
tractors." 
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But Mabel was impervious to all innuendos 
and as the afternoon wore on the girls grew 
more and more absorbed in their tasks, the ratio 
of conversation diminishing in direct proportion 
to the increase in work. Finally Mrs. Evans 
blew her whistle, calling a halt to the day's 
activities. 

"It's five thirty, girls," she announced. "Most 
of us are almost finished with our work but 
instead of remaining here longer to complete 
it, I suggest we either come back tomorrow or, 
if you wish, you may take what you're working on 
home with you and finish it there. You may 
decide the matter among yourselves." 

"We could meet at my house tonight after 
supper," suggested Anita. "If we finish tonight, 
we can take our time about arranging our exhibit 
at the hall. My brother Tom will drive you 
girls home so it won't matter how late you 
stay." 

It was decided to accept Anita's invitation and 
as the girls gathered up what unfinished work, 
tools and material they would need, Lenore, 
whose father owned a garage and who thus drove 
a car of her own, offered to transport the supplies 
to Anita's house on her way home, saving her 
friends the job of much needless carrying of 
cumbersome material from the gymnasium to 
their homes and from there to Anita's house. 

Mrs. Evans was the last to leave the building 
and as she was about to switch off the lights, 
the telephone in the little office used by the 
gymnasium instructor rang. At first she hesitated 
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to answer it but on second thought, since she 
knew that no one would be likely to call the 
school, knowing that the Christmas vacation was 
in progress, she entered the office and lifted the 
receiver from its hook. 

"Hello," she answered, "yes, this is Mrs. Evans. 
Who? Mayor Johnson? Yes. Yes, we're turn- 
ing that money over to charity. What? Oh, 
no, please that's not at all necessary. Yes, I 
understand, that's very true but still — I'll let 
the girls decide. What? Alright, if you want 
to but — no, I won't say anything. Yes. Yes. 
That's very kind of you and I'm sure the girls 
will appreciate it. No, I promise. Alright. 
Thank you. Goodbye." 

Replacing the receiver on the hook, Mrs. Evans 
turned off the lights and left the building, a 
happy smile playing about her mouth and a 
twinkle in her dancing blue eyes. 

Christmas day dawned clear and cold but by 
the time the girls began loading the truck loaned 
them by Lenore's father, the sky was heavily 
overcast with enormous clouds that promised a 
real old fashioned Christmas blizzard by night- 
fall. 

It was necessary for the truck, a made-over 
Ford coupe, to make several trips between the 
high school building and the town hall that 
afternoon before all the things the girls planned 
to exhibit were deposited in one of the smaller 
rooms off the main auditorium. While some of 
the girls remained at the high school building to 
load the truck, others waited at the town hall 
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to receive and unload the wheezing old Ford 
as it brought cargo after cargo of baskets, toys 
and all the other articles made by the girls for 
exhibition and subsequent sale. 

Booths had been erected along the walls of 
the large room that was the auditorium and 
all the seats that usually occupied most of the 
floor space had been taken up, leaving a vast 
area for the dancing and other entertainment, 
among which was to be camp craft exhibitions 
by the Camp Fire Girls, that was to be part of 
the gala program arranged by the town council 
of Oakdale. 

Forgetful of time, the girls worked hard and 
steadily all afternoon, arranging the booths as- 
signed to them, assisting with the general decora- 
tion of the hall and making themselves useful 
in every conceivable way. Finally all was in 
readiness, the last basket was placed on the 
display counter and the last Indian blanket 
woven by the girls themselves, was hung. As 
they stepped back to view their work, each girl 
felt a thrill of justifiable pride in her handiwork 
and in each pair of eyes there was a glow of 
satisfaction for work well done. 

It was almost six o'clock when the girls left 
the town hall to hurry home for supper and array 
themselves in their ceremonial Camp Fire gowns, 
headbands and moccasins. A light snow was 
falling and everywhere was the soft, quiet hush 
that seemed to be ushered in by the fast gather- 
ing twilight marking the end of a busy day. 
Warm beams of light streamed from the windows 
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of the houses illuminating the rapidly increasing 
snowfall. Faster and faster the white flakes 
flurried down, growing larger and larger in size 
until by the time Anita reached her father's jewel- 
ry store, the whole world seemed filled with the 
big, fluffy, white snow flakes that five minutes 
after she had left the town hall had transformed 
her dark fur coat into a stately robe of ermine. 

Had a stranger been abroad in Oakdale that 
night between seven thirty and eight o'clock, he 
would have rubbed his eyes and looked again 
as from first one street and then another, Indian 
maids began making their way to the town hall 
for despite the heavy snowfall the night was 
warm and much wampum and many beads could 
be seen gleaming beneath partly opened coats. 
However, had the stranger looked a third time, 
he would have sighed with relief for it is a well 
known fact that no Indian princess ever wore 
rubber galoshes, no matter what the weather. 

The party was scheduled to start at nine o'clock 
but by eight thirty people were already gathering 
in the corridors of the building, waiting for the 
custodian to throw open the doors of the audi- 
torium, but no matter how quickly the crowd 
gathered or how impatient they became, old Sven 
Gunderson, the janitor of the building to whom 
had been entrusted the duty of admitting the 
people, remained firm. Orders were orders and no 
one was to enter the auditorium until nine o'clock. 
The crowd, however were amused rather than 
angered by the old custodian's strict adherance 
to his instructions and he became the butt of 
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many good natured jibes as he stood with his 
back to the doors and his eyes on the clock on 
the opposite wall. 

In the meantime the girls were busy making 
the usual last minute changes and arrangements 
of their exhibit. Promptly on the stroke of nine, 
however, old Sven opened the doors and the 
crowd surged into the red and green festooned 
auditorium with its gigantic Christmas tree loom- 
ing large in a far corner of the room and they 
were forced to leave things as they were in order 
to devote their entire attention to the populace 
in the hope of being at least among the first 
of the exhibitors to make a sale. 

As the evening wore on and the party, which 
promised to be a huge success, both socially and 
financially, reached i^s height, the mayor, a tall, 
heavy set, red faced man, was seen to approach 
the leader of the orchestra that had been hired 
for the evening. After a brief, whispered con- 
versation, the leader smiled and nodded and when 
his men had finished the popular dance tune 
they had been playing, the drummer, at a signal 
from the conductor, crashed his cymbals and 
beat a rapid tattoo on his kettle drum, calling 
everyone's attention to the mayor who now stood 
on the platform occupied by the orchestra. 

"Friends," he began, "I am not going to stop 
the festivities any longer than I can help. You 
have just seen an exhibition of camp craft by 
our local Camp Fire organization. I do not need 
to tell you what these girls have done not only 
for Oakdale as a town but for each one of its 
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citizens as well. I do not need to tell you how 
proud we are of them. But as much as we all 
admire and respect these sterling young ladies, 
I am not going to take up your time in making 
a speech about them. I only want to take time 
enough now to ask them to accept from us, as 
a token of our deep appreciation and gratitude, 
a gift which I have already discussed with their 
young and charming leader, Mrs. Florence Evans 
who told me that the acceptance or rejection of 
our gift was entirely up to the girls themselves. 

"Camp Fire Girls of Wa-Wan-Da Camp of 
Oakdale, I herewith present to you on behalf of 
the town and citizens of Oakdale the house at 
2064 Root Road known as the old Richardson 
place to have and keep for your very own as 
long as you shall be in existence as an organiza- 
tion. Here is the deed to the property. It bears 
a clear title, free of any and all mortgage or 
other encumbrances. I hope for your acceptance." 

As the mayor stepped down from the platform, 
the hall was filled with an excited buzz of Con- 
versation but in the booths occupied by the Camp 
Fire Girls> an absolute silence reigned. They 
were too stunned and surprised to move or speak. 
Mrs. Evans broke the silence that despite the 
resumption of activity on the part of the orchestra, 
hung heavy in the Camp Fire booths. 

"Will you decide now, girls?" she asked, her 
blue eyes dancing merrily as they beheld her 
charges' utter amazement, "or would you care to 
wait until our next meeting?" 
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But Mabel settled the question once and for 

all. . 

"Grab it!" she whispered hoarsely. "Grab it 
before he wakes up and changes his mind. A 
house of our very own! Oh, great scott, I'll 
probably scrub floors for the rest of my life but 
something tells me its gonna be worth it!" 

And ninteen heads bobbed up and down in 
flushed, eager assent. 



CHAPTER III 

Just before the main county highway stretched 
its long length into Oakdale, a wide, hard packed 
dirt road marking the southern boundary of the 
town ran out from between the few scattered 
farmhouses that bordered it seemingly to meet its 
better dressed and more widely traveled cousin or 
to envy the many bright, swift cars that roared 
over its smooth surface continually but seldom 
turned up its own brown stretch. This humble 
country cousin of the more sophisticated country 
highway was known as Root Road, a name it bore 
in honor of one of the first pioneers to ever 
settle in that part of the country. Many of the 
houses that dotted its sides were almost as old 
as the road itself but modern methods have a 
way of erasing the marks of time and although 
any one of the dozen or more houses lacked but 
a few years at the most of reaching their second 
century mark, electric light, plumbing, steam heat, 
yearly repairs and general good care made them 
as tenantable as the day they were built. 

Number 2064 Root Road was such a house, 
differing from its neighbors in but one respect 
and that was while all the other houses were 
occupied and showed evidences of good care, 
it alone sorely needed attention after its year 
or more of vacancy. 
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As the girls drove out to inspect their newly 
acquired property the following day, Mayor 
Johnson who accompanied them, acquainted them 
with as much of the house's history as he knew. 

Everyone in Oakdale knew why the fine old 
house had remained vacant for more than a year. 
Ever since the milkman had peered into a window 
one morning after he noticed that the milk of 
the day before was still where he had left it on 
the back porch, no one save the auctioneer and 
a few neighbors had entered the house. 

When James Richardson arrived in America 
after being tossed about on the Atlantic in a 
leaky old tub that had left England three months' 
before, he firmly resolved that he would never 
again venture forth upon the sea although his 
father and his father's father before him were all 
seafaring men, a sailor's life was not intended for 
him. In fact, so thoroughly did he dislike the 
ocean that immediately upon his arrival in New 
York he proceeded inland by foot and stage 
coach until he met Miss Hannah Ross, a tall, 
black haired, dark eyed young lady who suddenly 
found herself alone in the world one morning 
following an Indian raid. 

Seeing her sorry plight and feeling that he 
was far enough inland, gallant James Richardson 
lost no time in changing Hannah's status from 
orphan to bride, thus founding the long line of 
Richardsons that had occupied the house he 
built for his wife from the day it was finished 
until the day the milkman saw the bodies of 
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Because of the tragedy connected with the place, 
no one wanted to rent it but the Camp Fire 
Girls took no stock in the superstitious old 
wives' tales that had grown up around the house 
and all of them eagerly looked forward to taking 
possession as soon as possible. There was much 
work to be done before the massive old place 
would be ready for occupancy. Repairs were 
badly needed. Paint was sadly lacking. Furni- 
ture and decorations would have to be provided 
besides the countless other details that would 
have to be attended to before the house would 
resound to the gay laughter and mad-cap capers 
of the girls. 

As Mayor Johnson brought his car to a halt 
before the house, the girls eagerly sprang out, 
unmindful of the deep snow and biting cold. 
They were familiar enough with the exterior. 
Root Road was now a continuation of Ravens- 
wood Avenue in Oakdale and the girls had passed 
the place numberless times in taking the short 
cut the joining of the two thoroughfares afforded. 
They knew how, in the summertime, the holly- 
hocks fairly swarmed over the side of the house, 
now so grim and bare looking in the harsh light 
of the winter afternoon. They knew how in 
the spring the robins would nest again under 
the wide leaves, filling the air with their joyful 
chirpings. But now, bleak, desolate and empty 
with the snows of winter piled high around it 
and the stiff, dead stalks of the hollyhocks beat- 
ing tattos in the wind against the uncurtained 
windows that like blind eyes stared unseeing 
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straight ahead into nothingness, the house indeed 
had a grim and foreboding appearance. 

But the girls cared little or nothing for such 
melancholy aspects. They would soon change 
all that. Their chief interest now lay in explor- 
ing the old place and planning their decorations, 
furnishing it in their minds' eye with all the 
luxury and glamor imaginable. 

The house had remained pretty much as old 
James Richardson had built it and save for the 
addition of a room or two every so often to meet 
the needs of an increasing family, nothing had 
been changed and as the girls swarmed through 
the rooms with Mrs. Evans and Mayor Johnson 
in their wake, they marveled at the wonderful 
state of preservation the old house was in despite 
its year or more of idleness. 

"Golly !" Mabel gasped when she heard Mayor 
Johnson tell how old the house was, "you'd think 
the place would have fallen apart long ago." 

"No indeed," laughed the mayor. "You see, 
in those days everything was done by hand, care- 
fully and painstakingly. A man felled his own 
trees and hewed his own lumber then. They 
built things to last and you can see for your- 
selves what a good job they made of it, not only 
with this house, which, by the way, I think is 
the oldest, but with all the other houses around 
here. No, my child, this house isn't ready to 
fall apart for some time yet." 

"I hope not," laughed Mrs. Evans. "It would 
be a dreadful thing to have the roof come crash- 
ing down on our heads." 
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"I imagine it would be rather uncomfortable," 
murmured Anita. "I've heard of people getting 
headaches from things like that." 

The girls had started their explorations from 
the top floor of the house and had worked their 
way down. Save for an accumulation of dust 
and dirt and moldy wall paper with its attendant 
musty smell, the house had not suffered much 
during the time it remained unoccupied. Descend- 
ing the broad staircase the girls came to a large, 
low ceilinged room. A huge bow window spread 
its length across the entire front end of the room 
and as the girls entered, they squealed with joy 
as they realized the delightful possibilities af- 
forded them. Here was one room where their 
penchant for interior decoration could have full 
swing and as Alice ran her eyes along the walls, 
seeing, in her imagination, the silhouettes she 
planned to cut that very evening already hanging, 
she gave a sudden cry of surprise. Standing in 
a corner at the far end of the room was a small 
pipe organ! 

"Look what they've left for us," she cried 
hurrying toward the instrument,, "a regular, old 
fashioned, six stop pipe organ." 

"I wonder if it works," began Mabel coming 
up with the others, "maybe we could start a 
singing school for goldfish or something." 

"Thats just what Abigail Richardson did," 
replied the mayor, "only her ambitions were a 
littie more modest than yours. She didn't aim 
as high as trying to teach fish to sing, she was 
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content with trying to teach the children of 
the community to sing, although I daresay the 
results were the same. Abigail was the wife of 
Thomas Richardson, son of James and Hannah. 
James had that org in sent here all the way from 
England and held up construction on the house 
until it arrived so it could be built in the way 
he wanted it. He believed in doing things right 
or not at all, it seems." 

Alice had seated herself at the instrument and 
after much hard work had succeeded in squeezing 
a few melancholy groans and squeaks from the 
aged affair. The mechanism worked by air pres- 
sure that was supplied by a pair of bellows 
requiring much diligent footwork until a suf- 
ficient amount of air had been forced into the 
leaky old lungs of the organ. One pedal was 
absolutely immobile and the other was barely 
moveable but as Alice rose from the creaky, 
old fashioned stool, she promised herself that 
she would devote all her spare time to mastering 
and unlimbering that organ. She had never had 
the desire to play one before but now she knew 
she would never rest until the day when she 
would be able to coax popular airs from its 
rusty old pipes. 

The following days were busy ones for the 
Camp Fire Girls. Painting, paper hanging, repair 
work and the countless other details attendant 
on getting the house ready to be moved into 
occupied their every moment until at last every- 
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There remained, however, one more problem 
to be solved before the girls could move in and 
that was the problem of furniture. The house 
was not large but the rooms were spacious re- 
quiring large, massive pieces rather than the 
modern, small sets designed for cramped city 
quarters. By pooling their modest savings and 
pledging their allowances, the girls were able, 
by dint of much sharp bargaining, to obtain 
some tables and chairs of Colonial design from 
a dealer in second furniture but still the rooms 
looked sadly empty. 

"Gosh," sighed Mabel as she looked around 
the almost barren living room, "we should have 
kept those fifteen thousand bucks. Just think of 
all the swell furniture we could have bought!" 

"That wouldn't have been half the fun this is," 
replied Dolores. "Anybody can walk into a 
store and buy things but trying to use the old 
noodle to get 'em is where the kick is." 

"I've been thinking," began Lenore slowly, 
when she was interrupted by Anita. 

"I thought you looked pale," she snickered. 
"The strain's been too much for vow. Why 
don't you lie down for a while?" 

But Lenore continued, paying no attention to 
her friend's remark. 

"It just occurred to me," she went on, "that 
we could probably find a lot of good stuff in 
our respective attics. Suppose we all go home, 
find out what we can have anc 
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"That's a splendid idea," complimented Mrs. 
Evans. "Lets start at once. We can meet here 
again tomorrow and go over our lists so that we 
can plan just where to put the things as they 
come off the truck." 

"Why not start here?" suggested Alice. "We 
haven't been in the attic of this house yet, have 
we?" 

"So we haven't," replied Mrs. Evans, surprised. 
"I guess we were all so busy fixing the place 
up, we forgot about it. Lets go up there now 
and see what we can find, although I doubt if 
there is anything there. The auctioneers are 
pretty thorough men." 

Enough daylight filtered in through the dirty 
attic windows to show the girls that their leader 
had been correct in supposing the place to be 
barren of furniture. Only cobwebs and dirt 
and dust met the disappointed gaze of the search- 
ers. Suddenly, however, sharp eyed Alice leaped 
forward. A bright gleam had attracted her at- 
tention. 

"I found something !" she called from the 
dark corner to which she had sped, "come here 
and help me with it." 

Willing hands soon dragged the object from 
its obscure hiding place into the light of day. 
It was very heavy but when the girls finally 
hauled it to a vantage point, they were well 
rewarded for their efforts. A quick suprised 
gasp escaped from Mrs. Evans' lips as she 
identified the unexpected find. 



AT HOLLY HOUSE 35 

"Its a genuine Governor Winthrop Secretary!" 
she cried, "a real antique ! We must get it down- 
stairs at once! Ethel Keith, you chose Nas-waw- 
kee (Feathered Arrow) as your symbolic name. 
Prove it. Run as fast as you can to Mr. Evans' 
office and ask him to come back here at once 
with two men. Hurry now." 

But the girl, a slim, athletic looking lass of 
about fifteen was gone almost before her leader 
had finished speaking. In the meantime, the rest 
of the girls, by a concerted, diligent effort, righted 
the rare old cabinet and it was while Mrs. Evans 
was explaining to the girls why that particular 
piece of furniture was so much to be prized 
that her boyish looking husband, accompanied 
by two other men dashed up the stairs. It was 
but the work of a few , minutes for the three 
men to carry their precious burden downstairs 
and as they set it down with utmost care where 
Mrs. Evans directed, one of the girls obtained 
a cloth and began very carefully to wipe the 
dust from it. As the glass in the doors became 
visible, a few old and tattered books could be 
seen lying on one of the shelves. The key to 
the doors was still in the keyhole and as Mrs. 
Evans carefully turned it and opened the doors, 
she took the books out, one by one and handed 
them to Mabel who was standing next to her. 

There were about five or six books in all, all 
moldy and crumbling with age and as Mabel 
carried them gingerly out to the kitchen, intending 
to give them an airing on the back porch, she 



covers had split, revealing a corner of a bit of 
stiff yellow paper that had been slipped between 
the cover and the binding material. 



CHAPTER IV 

"It certainly is a beauty," remarked Mr. Evans 
appreciatively as he ran his eyes appraisingly 
over the cabinet, "what do you intend to do 
with it, Flo?" 

"Keep it, of course," replied his wife. "That 
corner was just made for it. I suppose you'd 
like to take it home, wouldn't you?" 

"Well," answered her husband abashed, "it 
would look nice up in my room and I thought — " 

"Never mind what you thought, Billy Evans," 
smiled his spouse, "you just trot along back 
to your office before you get any more ideas." 

"Oh alright, alright, I'll go, I'll work. I'll 
slave my fingers to the bone," growled Mr. Evans 
in mock disgust. "Anything to keep a little 
peace in the family. Any of you girls want to 
escape this female Simon Legree by driving 
back to town with me?'" 

"I think we'd all better go with him," laughed 
Mrs. Evans, "to make sure he goes, otherwise 
he'll lurk around outside until we leave and 
then try to steal our most valued possession." 

"I thought you promised you'd never tell 
anyone you married a burglar," grinned Mr. 
Evans. "Come on, lets get going before these 
girls begin getting ideas about us." 

As the girls began gathering up their, things, 
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prepatory to leaving, Mrs. Evans noticed that 
Alice, Dolores and Lenore made no move to go 
nor could she see Mabel and Anita anywhere 
about. 

"Aren't you coming with us?" she asked. 

"Not now," replied Alice. "There won't be any 
room in the car and beside, we'll wait for Mabel 
and Anita. Mabel's out on the back porch dust- 
ing off those books and Anita went down to the 
basement to see that the fire in the furnace was 
properly banked for the night, since we're not 
coming back any more today." 

"Alright," replied Mrs. Evans, "but be sure 
you slam the door when you leave and make 
sure its locked. I don't want anyone to steal 
our genuine antique." 

The roar of Mr. Evans' car with girls fairly 
piled on top one another in the tonneau, had 
barely died away when Mabel came in from the 
porch, the books under each arm. 

"Golly," she gasped, dumping the books on a 
chair, "its as cold as anything! Where are the 
others?" 

"Gone home," replied Dolores, "we waited for 
you and Anita." 

Grimy and sooty from her sojourn in the base- 
ment Anita now rejoined the others. Shoving 
her flashlight in a pocket, she wiped her hands 
on her khaki breeches and picked up one of 
the books, handling it as tenderly and as gently 
as though it were an infant. It was a smalls, 
pocket size volume, the covers of which were 
missing and the pages loosely held together 



by a bit of half rotted thread. The pages them- 
selves were stiff and yellow with age, breaking 
off in the girl's hands as she examined the book. 
The book proved to be a bible and as Mabel 
read over Anita's shoulder, she snickered aloud. 

"Look," she chuckled pointing to a paragraph, 
"somebody must have swiped all the letter 'S's 
and they used 'F's instead. Listen to this: Fo 
fayeth Foloman." 

"Idiot," grinned Dolores, "those are 'S's." Thats 
the way they made 'em then. Lets see if the 
other books are like that. Sometimes these old 
books are worth money. Maybe Mrs. Evans 
will let us sell 'em, if they are, and then we 
can buy our much needed furniture." 

"Thats an idea," agreed Mabel, "only I dropped 
one of 'em before and tore the binding or some- 
thing. Maybe we could fix it, though." 

"Lets see it," asked Alice. "Perhaps the damage 
isn't great enough to matter." 

"Here it is," replied Mabel picking up one 
of the books, an average sized volume. "See, 
the stitching along the top here came loose. 
Maybe we could glue it down again." 

"Maybe," answered Alice examining the book. 
"What's this piece of paper sticking out here for?" 

"I don't know" answered Mabel. "I saw it 
there when I picked the book up after I dropped 
it. Maybe it's stuffing or something." 

"I don't think it is," Lenore offered. "I watched 
'em bind books once when our civics class went 
around to the factories and I didn't see 'em put 
stuffings into book covers." 



what it is, anyway, we can slip it DacK in ir 
necessary." 

"Better not," advised Alice. "We might ruin 
the book altogether, that way and besides its 
getting late. I should have been home long ago. 
Come on, we've got attics to inspect yet tonight, 
too." 

"Gee whizz," exclaimed Mabel looking at her 
watch, "it is late! Dump those books on the 
shelf and lets get out of here. You know Mrs. 
Evans doesn't like us to be here alone after dark." 

"Neither do I," replied Lenore. "This place 
still gives me the creeps." 

Christmas vacation was fast drawing to a close 
and the girls were anxious to have their house 
completely decorated before they returned to 
school, all the more so when Mrs. Evans, who 
kept the door keys in her possession, announced 
that upon resumption of school activities, she 
would only open the house from three, the time 
school let out, to six, and then for study purposes 
only. It was the day after the girls had discovered 
the Governor Winthrop Secretary in the attic 
-that they held their first Camp Fire meeting in the 
house. It was then that Mrs. Evans made her 
announcement concerning the hours the house 
-would be open. Due to the scarcity of furniture, 
the girls observed their usual custom of kneeling 
on the floor in a circle. They had all made lists 
of whatever articles of household furnishings their 
parents would allow them to take to the house 



on for our next meeting, I see," she announced, 
"to say nothing of several couches and sofas to 
lie on. This house is going to look like some- 
thing after all. We can make our own Indian 
decorations to hang on the walls and I think 
I know where we can get several large rag rugs 
for the floors. There remains but one thing more 
and thats a name for our house. Any sugges- 
tions?" 

Immediately a chorus of voices went up, each 
voice shouting a different name until Mrs. Evans 
held her hand up for silence. 

"Lets write our names on a piece of paper," she 
suggested, "together with the reason for choosing 
it. We'll select the best ones and vote on them." 

For a few minutes the twenty girls were busy 
with pencil and paper, each trying to think of 
reasons why the house should be known by 
whatever name they thought best. Finally Mrs. 
Evans had all the slips in her possession and 
began reading the names, setting aside those 
that, in her opinion »as well as the girls', were 
worthy of further consideration. But when the 
time came to vote for the one name out of five 
that was to identify the house, the results ended 
in a tie! Each name received four votes each 
not only on the first ballot but on the second and 
third as well. Not wishing to decide the matter 
herself, the leader rose from her place and took 
her neat blue beret from the rack in the hall. 
Returning, she folded up the five slips of paper 
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and, throwing them into the hat, closed her eyes. 

"There's only one way to decide this," she 
announced. "I want you all to rise from your 
places and walk around. I'll walk among you 
and tap one of you on the shoulder. The girl 
I select will close her eyes and pick out the 
name our house will be known by from my 
beret." 

Holding her hat with the names in it in one hand, 
Mrs. Evans walked with the other outstretched, 
her eyes closed as the girls softly tiptoed about 
the room. Suddenly she darted forward, hearing 
a light fooball before her and tapped Anita on 
the shoulder and as the other girls gathered 
around, Anita reached into the hat and drew forth 
a slip of paper. Handing it to Mrs. Evans, she 
took her place in the circle again with the other 
girls while the Guardian unfolded the paper and 
read its contents. 

"Our house was given to us at Christmas time" 
(she read) "and holly is the symbol of Christmas. 
In the springtime, hollyhocks grow around our 
house and so I think Holly House would be a 
pretty and fitting name." 

"I think that's grand," cried Mabel impulsively. 

"And I think you wrote it," replied Dolores 
with an impish grin. 

"What if I did?" demanded Mabel. "I still 
think Holly House is a pretty swell name." 

"It is a nice name," agreed Mrs. Evans. "I think 
we ought to paint it on a board and hang it over 
the porch so people will know." 
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"We can decorate it with Camp Fire symbols 
too," suggested Alice. 

"Fine," agreed Mrs. Evans, "and now, I have 
a surprise for you. I am going to contribute 
my share of the furniture too. We have all the 
chairs and tables we need and if Lenore can 
induce her father to be so kind as to loan us 
his truck again, there's a brand new stove, kitchen 
cabinet, a set of dishes and silverware, table and 
chairs down at the depot waiting to be picked 
up and if we can install the gas range in time 
and have the gas turned on, I see no reason 
why we can't have a New Year's Eve housewarm- 
ing party!" 

Prolonged loud cheers greeted this announce- 
ment and it was with some difficulty that Mrs. 
Evans succeeded in restoring order again. 

"You are free to invite whomever you please," 
she continued knowing that such a statement would 
avoid the embarrasment she knew would ensue 
had she told the girls they could bring their boy 
friends. "If we each contribute, let us say, seventy 
five cents apiece, I believe that will be ample for 
our needs." 

"I'll get that truck if I have to steal it," Lenore 
promised, "so if you girls can have your stuff 
ready by tomorrow, I'll get Dad to send around 
a man after he picks up our stove and things. 
And by the way, since Mrs. Evans bought all 
that stuff, I think that hereafter instead of call- 
ing it the kitchen, we ought to call it the Evans 
Room, like they do in libraries." 

"That's very thoughtful of you," smiled their 
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leader appreciatively, "but from what I know of 
the habits and tendencies of a certain member 
of our group, I think it ought to be called the 
Chapman Room." 

"I'll take the dining room, if you don't mind," 
laughed Mabel, "since that room is devoted more 
to eating than to work." 

The meeting broke up with the girls eagerly 
discussing plans for the coming party and it 
was not until they were almost home that Mabel 
remembered the old books, permission for the 
sale of which she had intended to ask Mrs. Evans. 

"Oh well," replied Anita, "we can ask her 
tomorrow or the next day. There's no hurry 
and besides we'll have enough furniture now with- 
out buying any more." 

"Maybe we oughtn't sell 'em," suggested Lenore. 
"They might be worth reading and then too they 
look nice in that cabinet. Lets keep 'em." 

"We'll ask Mrs. Evans anyway," Dolores said. 
"By the way, I wonder what that paper is that's 
sticking out of that book? Remember we were 
going to pull it out?" 

"Oh it's probably just reinforcement for the 
cover," replied Lenore, "I noticed it was cracked. 
Somebody stuck that piece of paper between the 
cloth and the board to keep it from coming 
apart, I guess." 

But little did Lenore or her companions realize 
the true import of that bit of yellowed paper, 
accidentally revealed when Mabel dropped th(fe 



CHAPTER V 

So amply did the attics of Oakdale furnish 
Holly House, that it was necessary to relegate 
much of what the girls brought to their own attic. 
However the girls were satisfied for they would 
rather have their contributions go unused than 
the house over-furnished. Many of the tables 
and chairs were in sore need of paint and repairs 
and the girls spent a busy few days fixing up 
their new possessions. There were lamps to be 
re-wired, pictures to be re-framed and hung and 
last, but not least, an old radio that had been 
relegated to some attic with the advent of the 
newer, elecrically powered sets had to be made 
over from a battery set to a modern electrical 
one. This latter task fell to practical Lenore 
and Alice since Lenore possessed the technical 
knowledge and Alice the patience necessary for 
the work. 

Finally all was in readiness for the New Year's 
Eve party. * The invitations had been made and 
issued by the girls a few days before and all 
had been accepted. Among the guests, beside 
the parents and immediate families of the girls 
and their escorts, were Mayor Johnson, members 
of the town council, the Chief of Police and ott«y 
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high with packages of all shapes and sizes, some 
smooth and flat, others bulging mysteriously. 

To say the party was a success would be to 
condemn it with faint praise. It is no exaggera- 
tion to say that it went down in Oakdale's 
history as the most outstanding social triumph 
ever held within the memory of the town's oldest 
inhabitant. The evening progressed so smoothly 
and everyone enjoyed himself to such an extent 
that when the whistles blew announcing the end 
of the old year and the beginning of the new, 
people looked at one another with surprise. 
Time had flown so swiftly for them it seemed 
as though, arriving at nine o'clock, barely half 
an hour had passed before the whistles blew. 
The girls had not neglected to provide their 
guests with adequate means to celebrate the 
new year themselves, however, and soon the very 
rafters of the house rang with the blare of tin 
horns and the shrill blasts of whistles, which, 
together with other noise makers, made it seem 
as though bedlam had broken loose. Shouts and 
cheers mingled with the din until the radio, 
which had been turned on to full power, was 
drowned out. Suddenly the Chief of Police, a 
broad shouldered Irishman, leaped up on a chair 
and, with a mighty roar, made himself heard 
above the din. 

"Quiet, please, everyone!" he shouted and as 
the noise diminished, he stooped down and seized 
the unsuspecting Mrs. Evans about the waist, 
whirling her aloft with one strong arm. Re- 
splendent in her modish evening gown, the Camp 
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Fire leader made a pretty picture as she perched, 
blushing and laughing on the stalwart Chief's 
broad shoulder, surprised at the sudden turn of 
events, while, led by her girls, the guests thun- 
dered round after round of applause in tribute to 
her, making further speech by the Chief impossi- 
ble. Refreshments were served while Mrs. Evans 
was still seated on her high eminence and soon 
surprised and delighted mothers were asking 
their daughters for the recipes for the various 
tasty and delicious tid bits. 

It was one of those clear, cold nights when 
the moonlight reflecting from the dazzling sur- 
face of the snow, turned everything into a 
fairyland of pure white. High in the night sky, 
the stars, twinkling in their cold brilliance, looked 
down upon the merry scene as the departing 
guests left Holly House, leaving behind them 
sincere and heartfelt wishes of continued well 
being and happiness for their charming hostesses 
in their new house and taking with them an un- 
dying memory of a perfect evening. 

It did not require much debate or persuasion 
for the girls to be swayed by their boy friends 
to leave the dishes and general cleaning up for 
the next day. Not only had they worked hard 
in preparation for the party but they had thrown 
themselves so whole heartedly into the spirit 
of the occasion and striven so earnestly to make 
the affair the success it was that it was small 
wonder that when curly headed, athletic Nick 
Poth (who seemed to have been unable to dance 
with anyone save Alice all evening) suggested 
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a drive before going home, twenty tired girls 
descended upon him as one and proceeded to 
remove all thought of motoring from his mind. 
Switching off the lights, Mrs. Evans stood in 
the hallway, counting off her charges and their 
escorts as they left the house to make sure that 
no one would be left behind and as the group 
gathered on the porch while Mrs. Evans locked 
the door, her husband offered to give a lift to 
those of the boys and girls who were going in 
his direction. The offer, however, was politely, 
but firmly refused and a few minutes later forty 
very tired young people were squeezing them- 
selves into four broken down, dilapidated wrecks 
of automobiles that sagged woefully under the 
weight of their human cargo. Suddenly the 
stillness and peace of the night was broken by 
a series of explosions followed by a rattling and 
banging as the decrepit relics bumped and swayed 
away into the darkness. 

The next morning the girls were hard at work 
clearing up the evidence of last night's festivities. 
Ashes, cigarette stubs, dirty dishes and table 
linen all disappeared as though by magic as the 
girls co-operated with one another with almost 
machine-like efficiency. The decorations and 
noise makers were- carefully wrapped in news- 
papers and put away to be used again next year 
and in a little more than an hour, Holly House 
shone resplendent in its cleanliness. 

As the girls rested after their labors, someone 
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was only ten o'clock, the idea, although unani- 
mously approved, was not immediately acted upon. 
Instead, Mabel' turned on the radio and the girls 
sat around listening to a mid-morning program 
of dance music from a distant station until it 
was time to begin preparations for lunch. Mrs. 
Evans, who had left to perform some personal 
errands aften opening the house for the girls, 
returned just as they were about to sit down to 
their meal. Among the many packages with 
which she was burdened was one that the girls 
had no difficulty in recognizing due to the distinc- 
tive color of the paper bag. 

"Ice cream," announced Mabel, eyeing the 
purple bag, "just because I'm not supposed to 
eat any and I'll bet its chocolate, too." 

"Its chocolate, alright," laughed Mrs. Evans, 
"and if it'll make your conscience any easier, 
because I know you're going to insist on your 
share, I met Doctor Norris on my way over and 
obtained his permission to allow you to break 
his rules this once." 

Lunch over, the girls cleared away all evidence 
of their repast and discussed plans for the after- 
noon. However, since it was Sunday and the 
last day of the Christmas vacation, almost every 
girl had something different she wanted to do. 
Some were obliged to go visiting with their 
families or had other duties at home to perform, 
others, being free for the afternoon, decided to 
go to the movies. Only Mabel, Dolores, Alice, 
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the cinema were concerned. They had nothing 
to do at home and were about to cast their lot 
with the movie-goers when Mabel suddenly re- 
membered that the five of them had seen the 
picture before. Although they heartily recom- 
mended it to the others, they did not feel as 
though they would care to see it over again 
and so, with their leader's permission, they 
decided to remain at Holly House for the day, 
reading, sewing, writing or engaging in what- 
ever occupation suited their fancy. Mrs. Evans 
had an appointment with some friends in a near- 
by town and not knowing when she would 
return to Oakdale, entrusted the keys to the 
house to the five stay-at-homes with specific 
instructions to have Holly House dark and locked 
for the night by six o'clock in accordance with 
her rules which she knew would be observed. 
Since her course lay in that direction, Mrs. 
Evans drove those girls who were going to the 
movies as. far as that establishment while the 
others walked in groups to their homes. As 
the last girl left, Anita turned to Dolores while 
Mabel switched on the radio again. 

"Well," she said, "what'll we do with ourselves 
this bright, merry afternoon? Play house or 
shall we carve our initials in the ceiling? Person- 
ally, I'd rather join the navy but you know I 
don't look well in blue and besides I'd probably; 
get seasick." 

"You could enlist in the air corps," suggested 
Mabel, "as a parachute tester. They're not all 
perfect, you know," she finished hopefully, "and 
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if one doesn't work, you can always get another, 
although I imagine that would be quite a come- 
down for you. But still, I hear that crash is 
going to be quite the thing this summer and I'm 
sure you'll want to be among the first to leap out 
with the new style." 

"Oh mercy!" groaned Dolores, "do we have 
to put up with that again?" 

"I suppose you think you're very funny," snap- 
ped Lenore, "but I warn you that any more such 
deep raving remarks will be justly punished." 

"Jest so," snickered Mabel. 

"Lenore is serious," replied Anita. "If I were 
you, I wouldn't jest so." 

"Something tells me there's going to be a 
deluge of pillows, fists and hair if you don't 
quit," Alice remarked. 

"Maybe," answered Mabel, "but it won't be 
a deal huger — " 

But Mabel never finished what she was going 
to say. With a firm step and a determined look 
in her eye, Dolores bore down upon the hapless 
Mabel and in the brief tussle that ensued, both 
went crashing to the floor, their bodies striking 
against the Governor Winthrop Secretary as they 
fell. As a result of the impact, the glass doors, 
which Mrs. Evans forgot to lock, flew open and 
several of the books, which had been piled one on 
top of the other, fell to the floor. 

"Now look what you've done!" reproved Alice 
severely as she got Up to retrieve the fallen 
volumes. "You can bet your life there's going 
to be a howl put up about this when Mrs. Evans 
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damage 'em much," answered Dolores unwinding 
her long legs from around her rotund friends's 
middle. "Lets have a look." 

Taking one of the books Alice held in her 
hands, Dolores glanced at the title before opening 
it to look for torn pages, but the binding was 
so old and worn that it was impossible to dis- 
tinguish the letters. She was about to open the 
book at random when a sudden cry from Mabel 
who was still lying on the floor, arrested the 
attention of herself and the others. 

"Hot dog!" she shouted excitedly leaping to 
her feet, "look whatl found ! Talk about Treasure 
Island, pirate gold and all that, whats the matter 
with Holly House?" 

"I give up," sighed Anita, "what is the matter 
with it, besides having occupants such as you?" 

"Take care, dissolute woman," reproved Mabel 
severely, "to whom, you address your remarks 
and how you address 'em. I'm liable to turn 
into a millionaire any minute now." 

"It's your fault," Lenore accused Dolores, "you 
probably banged her poor, weak head against 
something. See if you can't find a rattle or 
something to amuse her with while I phQpy 
Doctor Norris." 

But Mabel was too highly excited to pay 
further heed to her friend's insinuations. Push- 
ing a lamp and a vase unceremoniously to one 
side of a gate leg table near the large bow window, 
she carefully spread out a very old and yellow 



A mapr criea xioiores springing loiwaiu a& 
soon as she saw the crude compass drawn in 
the upper right hand corner of the sheet. 

"Where'd you find it?" demanded Anita and 
Lenore almost in the same breath. 

"Where does it lead to?" asked Alice as she 
and the others crowded around the small table. 

"Quit pushing!" Mabel cried in exasperation, 
"or we'll all go sailing out the window in a 
minute. Remember that book with, the busted 
stitches on the cover and a piece of paper sticking 
out of it? Well, this is the piece of paper." 

"Its a map, alright," affirmed Anita bending 
over the paper, "I wonder what it's for, though?" 

"I know!" cried Alice suddenly. "It's for this 
very house! Look, see here? Thats the front 
door or I'm a Chinaman. And this square is 
this room. See that curve? That's the window." 

"By golly, you're right!" shouted Mabel. "I 
thought as much myself when I recognized that 
window. Come on, let's see where it leads to. 
Maybe we'll find something." 

"The best way to follow it," suggested Dolores, 
would be to start where the map does, that is, at 
the front door and work our way in by following 
directions because, according to this, the house 
was smaller then than it is now on account of 
additions being built from time to time." 
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CHAPTER VI 

Carefully holding the well creased, yellowed 
paper between thumb and index finger, Mabel 
led the others to the front door as Dolores sug- 
gested. 

"Now, lets see," she began slowly, pointing with 
a fat finger from the map to the various sections 
of the house, "here's the door and it says to 
go twenty paces from here to the middle of the 
room." 

"Twenty paces?" echoed Alice, "you can't do 
that. Why it isn't any more than two or 
three steps from the door to that closet!" 

As Mabel looked up from the map she saw 
with dismay, as did the others, that Alice was 
right. The street door opened into a small hall 
no more than five or six feet long and three or 
four feet wide at the end of which was a coat 
closet. The entrance into the living room was 
through a wide doorway to the left of the hall. 
A short wall jutting out a few feet from one end 
of the large bow window separated it from the 
door. 

"Maybe," suggested Anita, "if we started from 

the window in the living room it would be the 

same thing because the map points in that 

direction anyhow." 

"We could try it," replied Lenore, "and see 

54 



AT HOLLY HOUSE 



55 



where it takes us. That room ought to be twenty 
paces long at least." 

Returning to the large room, the girls pushed 
aside one of the small tables placed near the 
window and carefully began measuring off the re- 
quired distance but since they walked five abreast, 
Dolores and Anita, who were standing next to 
each other, had gone but fifteen paces when they 
came to a halt at the foot of the stairs while 
Lenore and Alice, after going a step or two 
further were stopped by' a wall projecting from 
the stair case. Only Mabel, who had been at 
the end of the line proceeded the full distance 
but when she stopped, she found herself just 
over the threshold between the living and dining 
rooms. 

"So far, so good," commented Mabel as the 
others gathered around her, "now let see where 
we go from here." 

Consulting the map again, Mabel looked up 
in surprise. 

"This thing is all wet," she announced disgust- 
edly, "we're supposed to go ten paces to the left 
now and if we did that, we'd have to jump out 
the window." 

"Well," snickered Anita, "who's stopping you?" 

"Why not start from the opposite wall?" Alice 
suggested. "According to the map, we should 
have started at that end of the house anyway." 

"Alright," agreed Mabel, "you try it and I'll 
stand here so we can see the difference, if any." 

While Alice measured off the distance accord- 
ing to the map and Mabel stood where she was, 



printed on the bottom of the page, would lead 
them. At each place on the map where the 
directions changed was drawn a symbol, the first 
being a triangle', the next a circle and so on so 
that if the map were accurately followed it 
would be a simple matter to know in which part 
of the house each symbol belonged. But when 
Alice had counted off her ten steps she found 
herself standing about two fet away from Mabel. 

"There, you see !" cried Dolores excitedly, "that 
accounts for the difference in space between the 
door and the window when we started. Now 
we're on the right track." 

"If we are," replied Anita who had been study- 
ing the map, "where is the angle in the east 
wall that we're supposed to find the corner of, 
according to this?" 

"That's right," agreed Lenore looking at the 
map, "twenty paces forward and ten to the left 
is supposed to bring us to an angle in the wall, 
but where is the angle?" 

"Not only that," sighed Mabel, "but which wall 
is the east one?" 

"That one, of course," replied Alice pointing 
to the wall opposite the one from which she had 
begun her count, "the house faces north so that 
is the east wall only there aren't any angles in it." 

"Maybe the corner of the room is the angle," 
Anita suggested. "Lets go over there anyway 
and see where the directions take us." 



corners, one at the' nbrth end ot the fbom ana 
the other at the south." 

Mabel consulted her map again. 

"I dunno," she answered, "it doesn't say any- 
thing about that here, it just says east wall." 

"Well," replied Lenore, "lets try 'em both. 
Alice and I'll take one corner and Dolores and 
Anita the other. You read us the directions and 
we'll see what happens." 

"Alright," agreed Mabel as the four girls went 
to their corners, "now you're supposed to go two 
ells to your right." 

"I'd love to," replied Anita, "but what's an 
ell?" 

"Some sort of measure, I guess," answered 
Alice, "like a foot or a yard or something." 

"That helps," sighed Dolores. "Maybe its an 
acre or a mile or some design in the wall paper." 

"I'll tell you what," suggested Mabel, "first 
we'll try two feet and then two yards because 
there's some sort of secret spring hidden in 
the wall there." 

"A secret spring?" echoed the others, surprise 
and delight in their voices. 

"I think so," replied Mabel. "It says here to 
'tap for concealed release', so I guess that means 
a secret spring or something like it." 

"In that case," suggested Alice, "we'd better 
get a hammer or something to tap with. I think 
there's one in the kitchen." 

"I've got one in my car," replied Lenore as 
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Alice left the room, "I'll get it and a couple of 
other tools. If that spiring isn't on this wall, it 
might be on one of the others." 

"I wonder what its for?" Dolores asked. "Does 
it say anything on the map?" 

"Nope," Mabel shook her head. "After you 
find the spring, you're supposed to go a lot 
more places." 

"Where, for instance?" asked Anita. "Maybe 
we won't have to look for a spring. This house 
has been remodeled so much since it was built 
that the chances are that that spring isn't even 
here any more." 

"Maybe," agreed Mabel, "but if we find it— 
if we find — Holy Smoke! Look! Secret stairs 
between the walls or I'm a lopsided monkey !" 

"Where?" demanded the others excitedly. "Lets 
see! Does it say where they lead to? Are you 
sure that's what it is? Maybe its the stairs 
inside?" 

Attracted by the shouts of the others, Alice 
came running in from the kitchen just as Lenore, 
entering by the back door with a tool kit in 
her hands, re-joined her friends. 

"Whats the row?" she asked, setting the kit 
down on the table. "I could hear you screaming 
clear out in front." 

"Did you find it?" Alice asked, wide eyed, her 
hammer in one hand and a screw driver in the 
other. 

"No, we didn't find it— yet," replied Anita, 
"but we're not going to rest until we do. Mabel 
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just found out that that spring leads to a flight 
of secret stairs between the walls!" 

"Gee!" gasped Lenore, "maybe we'll find a 
treasure chest or something. I wonder if anyone 
else could have found that map before us and 
beaten us to it?" 

"I don't think so," Mabel replied. "The date 
on this map is seventeeen thirty something, the 
rest of it is torn away and the book I got it 
out of is dated seventeen twenty six so its pretty 
likely that this map has been in there ever since 
because the stitches were never broken until I 
busted 'em the other day." 

"I just wonder," mused Alice as she looked 
up from a careful scrutiny of the map, "if this 
thing wasn't made by some young member of 
the Richardson family as part of a game one 
day and put in that 'book to be found by who- 
ever was 'it'? In that case the spring would be 
imaginary and so, perhaps would the stairs unless 
they were an actual part of the house then." 

"You couldn't be any wetter if you were a 
mermaid," scoffed Anita. "Any chump can see, 
in the first place, that that isn't a child's hand- 
writing or drawing and in the second place, books 
were too hard to get in those days to let kids go 
fooling around with 'em like that. Mamma 
Richarson would have spanked Sonny plenty i£ 
she even caught him in the parlor." 

"Well, maybe I'm wrong," sighed Alice. "Any- 
way, let's get to work and find out. Remember 
how we looked for that secret door in that cave 
on Caliban Island two years ago? We can do 
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the same thing now, start from the bottom and 
work up." 

"Okay," answered Lenore untying the strings 
of her canvas tool kit, "take your pick. We'd 
better use the long wrenches, we can reach 
higher with 'em but we'd better not tap too hard 
or we'll ruin the wall paper." 

"Oh bother the wall paper," exclaimed Mabel. 
"If we find what's at the end of that secret 
stairway, we probably will be able to buy our 
own wall paper factory." 

"Yes," drawled Dolores, "but who wants a wall 
paper factory?" 

"Mr. Regan might," answered Anita. 

"Why should Mr. Regan want a wall paper 
factory?" demanded Dolores. 

"He's a paper hanger, isn't he?" laughed Anita. 

Dolores regarded her friend solemnly for a 
moment. 

"Anita Brooks," she said slowly and evenly, 
"I have a heavy tool in my hand and it doesn't 
require the services of an expensive lawyer to 
tell me that any jury would acquit me for what 
on the surface might appear to be a crime but 
would be, in reality, a favor to the community 
at large. A word to the wise is sufficient." 

"Come on, come on!" snapped Mabel, eager to 
begin, "cut the so-called comedy, you two. Its 
three o'clock already and we've got to be out 
of here by six. Lets go!" 

Keeping her hammer while the others selected 




Carefully she sat up and backed along tne rocky 
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wall. Beginning at the two corners of the east 
wall of the dining room, the girls first measured 
off two feet and then two yards as Mabel had 
suggested before and, starting at the baseboard, 
worked their way up toward the molding, stand- 
ing on chairs in order to reach the upper part 
of the wall. Carefully they tapped every inch 
of space between floor and ceiling but all to no 
avail. No section of the wall swung out or slid 
back as a result of their labors, no hidden spring 
responded to their touch. Falling to achieve the 
hoped for success, the girls next arrayed them- 
selves five abreast along one wall and, a tool 
of some sort in each hand' instead of only one 
as before, they began a systematic campaign, 
carefully tapping every square inch of wall before 
them, a long, slow tedious process but one con- 
sidered well worth the time and trouble by the 
girls in view of the fun and excitement in store 
for them should they succeed in finding the hid- 
den spring and the secret stairway it guarded. 
For more than an hour they worked, tapping 
rythmically and carefully along the walls, leaving 
no space untried until the entire wall surface 
of the room had been covered and when, at 
length they threw down their tools with aching 
arms, they sadly admitted to one another that 
they were no nearer the solution than they were 
before they started. As Lenore began gathering 
up her tools and fitting them into their respective 
pockets in the kit and Alice returned her hammer 
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the diagram to the present plan of the house 
while Mabel strolled aimlessly about the room, 
glaring balefully at the walls for their refusal 
to give up their secret. Returning from the 
kitchen Alice began helping Lenore replace her 
tools. That task finished, the two girls joined 
Anita and Dolores in their study of the map 
but try as they would, they could not adapt it 
to the present architecture of Holly House. Re- 
luctantly they admitted to themselves that it was 
impossible to follow the map since it was all 
too evident that the house had been altered and 
remodeled so often since it had been built and 
the map made that the two no longer bore any 
relation to one another. The map, as such was 
useless, they finally agreed and one might as 
well try to follow it in one's own home as in 
Holly House for all the good it would do. Mabel 
meanwhile, had deserted the dining room for the 
living room in which to continue her walk and 
as she wandered dejectedly from one part of 
the room to the other, her roving glance fell 
on the ancient, rickety organ placed in One corner 
of the large living room. For a moment she 
regarded it reflectively and then, approaching it, 
she pushed back the heavy lid covering the keys 
and sat down on the high plush stool before it. 
As her feet sought the pedals that worked the 
bellows, she braced herself for a good push, 
remembering how Alice had tried in vain to get 
the wheezy old pumps to work and failed. 
Believing her superior weight would be sufficient 
to enable her to succeed where her friend had 
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failed, Mabel bore down on the pedals but while 
one yielded a trifle, the other continued to 
remain absolutely immobile. But Mabel was not 
so easily daunted. Grasping the music rack with 
both hands, she rose from her seat, both feet 
firmly planted on the offending pedal and, putting 
the full force of her weight behind it, jumped. 
Mabel was by ho means a .lightweight but the 
best her efforts produced were a series of sickly 
groans from the aged instrument. Resuming 
her seat, she again pushed with all her strength 
against the pedal but it still resisted her efforts, 
seeming to stick all the faster because of her 
pushing and jumping or despite it. Disgusted 
with the entire turn of events, the failure to 
find the hidden spring, the alterations to the house 
that made the map worthless and now the refusal 
of the ancient organ to function, Mabel drew 
back her foot and delivered a well aimed kick at 
the offending pedal, an act that left her feeling 
well satisfied. In the dining room Alice, Dolores, 
Anita and Lenore, unmindful of Mabel's wander- 
ings were still poring over the map, reluctant 
to give in to the unavoidable conclusion that 
the map, due to the many changes in the general 
lay-out of the house, was valuable only as an 
antique or probable museum piece. So deep were 
they in their 1 study of the map that they only 
half heard Mabel's efforts to coax the venerable 
organ into functioning but a second after she 
sent her foot crashing against the offending 
pedal, the four girls leaped to their feet as one, 
their throats tight with fear as a scream followed 
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by a crash from the next room drove all thought 
of the map from their minds. For an instant they 
stood, undecided what to do and then, led by 
Anita, they dashed into the living room, expect- 
ing to find Mabel's unconscious form on the 
floor but a swift glance around the room showed 
it to be empty, save for their own presences. 
Bewildered, their hearts pounding wildly within 
them, the four girls looked from one to the 
other, momentarily expecting something to hap- 
pen. But nothing did happen. Suddenly Alice, 
who had been looking about her in alarmed sur- 
prise clutched Dolores by the arm, pointing as she 
did so to the corner of the) room opposite the stair 

case. , , 

"Look!" she cried, "the organ! Its swung 

away from the wall!" 

"And I'll bet a plugged nickel Mabels behind 
it!" gasped Anita. "Let's get her out before 
she chokes." 

As the four girls heaved and tugged, the old 
organ slowly swung back revealing a thoroughly 
disgrunted Mabel on the floor, her legs wrapped 
around the clumsy stool, the seat of which had 
become dislodged and was resting on her face, 
a condition she was forced to put up with since 
there was not even enough space in which to 

turn her head. 

Almost helpless with laughter over Mabels 
plight, the four girls were barely able to drag 
their friend forth but once free of her confining 
quarters, she shoved her rescuers rudely aside 
and with a speed surprising for one of her girth 
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and size, dashed into the dining room, seized 
the map from the table and returned. 

The organ, evidently working on a spring con- 
trolled hinge, released when Mabel delivered her 
vindictive kick, still presented its back to the 
room, revealing a bare oak panel in its place and 
it was to this that Mabel gave her undivided 
attention. 

"This is it!" she cried as she returned with 
the map, "this is the angle in the east wall we 
were supposed to find. The reason we couldn't 
was because they made a side porch out of part 
of this room and walled off another part for a 
closet. See? According to the map, this room 
was originally wider and longer than it is now. 
That means that the secret spring is someplace 
around this panel and I'm going to find it!" 

The next minute the' five girls were carefully 
and slowly tapping over the entire surface of the 
wide, low oak panel revealed by the organ. 
Forgotten was the weary toil and heartbreaking 
failure of a short time ago, forgotten was the 
fact that they had to be out of the house by 
six o'clock. One thought, one object alone ruled 
the minds of the girls as they worked and that 
was to find the hidden spring and the secret 
stairs it guarded, provided the stairs had survived 
the almost continuous process of remodeling that 
had been going on since the first generation of 
Richardsons in America. 
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CHAPTER VII 

Suddenly there was a click as Dolores, who 
was the tallest, brought the butt end of the 
flashlight she was tapping with doiwn on the 
topmost corner of the panel. Slowly and with 
a series of creaks and groans as the rusty old 
apparatus moved on its springs unused for more 
than two hundred years, the oak panel slid up- 
ward, disappearing into a slit betwten the walls 
and revealing an inky black cavern before the 
wide eyed gaze of the girls. A cold, darik 
draught blew into the room from the opening 
and Mabel shivered. 

"Golly," she whispered, "this thing gives me 
the creeps!" 

"Its not what I would call a humorous situation 
either," replied Anita, "but as long as we've gone 
this far, let's see what's in there. Who's got 
the flashlight?" 

As an answer, Dolores snapped on her light 
and directed its beams into the black maw before 
them. As she moved the light around, only 
the bare walls of what appeared to be an ordinary 
closet were visible. Dust and dirt covered the 
floor and walls and an intricate maze of cobwebs 
caught and reflected the light in a (thousand 
dazzling colors. Suddenly Dolores stiffened. 
Casting the beams of her flashlight downward 

66 



AT HOLLY HOUSE 



67 



and to the right, she brought into view a low, 
arched, web covered opening in the wall! 

"There it is!" she exclaimed. "There's the 
head of the secret stairway!" 

Eagerly the girls crowded around, timorous 
yet of venturing into the unknown darkness 
before them, yet all anxious to probe the mystery 
with which they were confronted. Faintly out- 
lined in the circle of Dolores' flashlight they 
beheld, as Dolores had announced, the first step 
of a flight of stairs leading downward. For a 
breathless moment they stared wide eyed at what 
was before them. What lay at the bottom of 
those stairs? Who would be the first to probe 
its secret? Suppose they should go and the 
stairs, rotten with age and long disuse, gave way, 
plunging them down to a horrible death below? 
Maybe this was a trap, devised by some half 
crazed occupant of the house generations ago to 
receive his enemies, real or imagined! Instinc- 
tively the girls drew back a step, shuddering as 
these thoughts surged through their brains. Ap- 
prehensively they looked at one another, each 
knowing what was going on in the others' minds 
and yet each ashamed to admit her own feeling 
of fear. Mabel, however, was not one given to 
much brooding on dark subjects. A thought or 
two on the gloomy aspect of anything was 
enough for her. Hers was an optomistic nature 
given to looking on the bright side of things 
even when it meant stretching her imagination 
a little to do so. With a characteristic shrug 
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of her shoulders, she broke the tension with a 
loud, forceful snort. 

"Aw, nwts !" she exploded, "who's coming down 
with me? Or would Mama's little babies care 
to wait up here while Aunt Mabel goes down 
and chases the nasty old bogey man away?" 

The spell was broken. The gauntlet had been 
flung in their faces and afraid or not, the others 
would rather face the peril of a thousand un- 
known dangers than have to try to live down the 
ignominy of appearing as cowards in the eyes 
of one of their number. A look of determination 
replaced the half timid, half fearful expression 
on the girls' faces as Lenore spoke for the other 
three. 

"Okay," she replied, "we're ready when you 
are. Come on, let's see what's down there and 
get it over with." 

Mabel bad taken the flashlight from Dolores 
and had already stepped into the closet like 
space between the walls where, stooping down, 
she was trying to peer through the low archway 
into the cavernous depths below. But as far as 
she could see with the aid of the flashlight, there 
was no end to the series of wooden steps that 
led straight down between the walls. The map 
made no mention of where the steps led to or 
what was to be found by following them. All the 
information it gave was where and how to find 
the secret spring that led to the mysterious 
flight of stairs. The rest was up to the finders. 
With an impatient gesture, Alice was struck by 
an idea. 



AT HOLLY HOUSE 



69 



"Wait a second," she cried. "One flashlight 
isn't enough! Suppose that one goes out or gets 
lost? What'll we do if we have to split up? 
There's another flashlight in the kitchen. Wait'll 
I get it." 

As Alice went to get the second electric torch, 
Lenore snapped her fingers in sudden remem- 
brance. 

"I just happened to think," she announced, 
"that Mrs- Evans left her light up in the attic 
the other day. Suppose the three of you go on 
ahead and Alice and I'll follow you as soon as 
we round up those two flashlights." 

"Alright," agreed Mabel who seemed to be 
the self-appointed leader of the expedition, "only 
make it snappy. This thing might go out and 
we don't want to be left down there in the dark." 

"Won't be a minute," promised Lenore. "I'll 
tell Alice and catch up to you before you're half 
way down." 

"That depends on how far we have to go," 
replied Anita. "Perhaps you intend meeting us 
half way to China next week." 

"Sure," grinned Lenore. "Remember when we 
were there last summer ? If I don't catch up to 
you now, I'll meet you in Chao-nan's tea house 
in Pieping." 

"No stopee Pieping," cackled Mabel trying to 
assume a Chinese dialect, "stopee Foochow, Hong 
Kong, Kweichow — " 

"And Detroit," finished Dolores. "Come on, 
Jets go or we'll be here all night." 

Alice was returning from the kitchen, flash- 



70 



THE CAMPFIRE GIRLS 



i 



light in hand as Mabel, Anita and Dolores 
stepped into the dark recess in the wall. Think- 
ing Lenore had purposely stayed behind to wait 
for her, she was perplexed when her friend made 
no move to follow her as she headed toward 
the opening. Seeing her bewildered look Lenore 
explained, before Alice had a chance to frame 
her question, what her object was and Alice 
immediately announced her intention of accom- 
panying Lenore to the attic so that no time 
should be lost in hunting for the flashlight. 
Together the two mounted the stairs to the 
third floor, two at a time, vieing for the chance 
to be the first to arrive, find the flashlight and 
hurry down again in time to catch up with the 
others. 

In the meantime, Anita and Dolores, led by 
Mabel, were carefully and cautiously descending 
the rickety old flight of stairs that led down 
between the walls of the house, feeling their 
way at every step, watching with straining eyes 
for any abutments from the walls or missing or 
broken steps that would pitch them forth into 
the darkness. But only a cold, damp wind blew 
up to them from below and only the sounds of 
their own footsteps on the stairs came to them 
as they continued their downward progress, deeper 
and deeper between the walls of the old house. Now 
and then bits of masonry or plaster, dislodged as 
the girls ran their hands along the walls would 
go rattling and bounding down the steps ahead . 
of them, making weird echoes resound through 
the narrow stairway. To the girls it seemed as 
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though the stairs would never end. Down, down, 
they went, into the abysmal blackness that sur- 
rounded them on all sides save in front where 
the small, bobbing circle of light from the torch 
in Mabel's hand showed only stairs and more 
stairs leading ever downward. Finally, when it 
seemed to the girls that they had been descending 
stairs ever since time began, Mabel suddnly stop- 
ped. They had reached the bottom of the stairs 
at last and were standing at the beginning of a 
small passageway that ran back a few dozen 
yards along the side of the house. As Mabel 
explored the narrow corridor with her light, only 
the bare stone walls and the hard packed dirt 
floor were visible. The cold, damp wind that 
the girls had felt while descending the stairs 
blew stronger now and seemed to come from 
between the large, grey cement blocks that form- 
ed the walls. Seeing nothing of interest about, 
Mabel took a few steps forward and stopped 
again, the others, relaxing their holds On each 
other's shoulders for a moment, bumping into 
each other as she did so. Directly in front of 
them, not more than a few feet away and dimly 
outlined in the flashlight's circle that barely 
reached it, was a blank wall! Deep disappoint- 
ment as Mabel advanced further to make sure, 
clutched the hearts of the three girls as they 
beheld what they thought was the end of their 
quest. To have braved unknown dangers just 
to be confronted by a wall of rough cement 
blocks! Dolores confessed later, as did the 
others, that she never felt more like crying from 
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sheer disappointment as she did then. Anita and 
Dolores were for turning back then and there 
but Mabel was loath to return without making 
some effort to satisfy herself that their adventure 
was in truth at an end. A few more steps 
brought them to the narrow wall that to all ap- 
pearances marked the end of their journey 
between the walls of Holly House but neither 
Mabel or her two friends ever paid that wall 
the slightest attention once it was reached. The 
passageway was just wide enough to allow the 
girls to walk through it in single file and as 
they reached the end, Mabel suddenly spun half- 
way about to her right. Out of the corner of 
her eye she had seen something revealed for an 
instant in the passing beams of her flashlight that 
made her heart leap. Quickly casting her light 
in that direction Mabel and the others found 
themselves looking through a hole in the wall 
made by the removal of several of the large 
cement blocks. The hole was not more than 
two feet from the ground and was large enough 
to permit a fairly large man to crawl through. 
The blocks that had been removed were nowhere 
in sight. Thrusting her light through the open- 
ing as Anita and Dolores peered over her shoulder 
Mabel saw a short flight of stairs leading down 
a distance of some ten or twelve feet and termi- 
nating at a small, square platform at one end 
of which was a heavy looking .iron studded door. 
It was but the work of a moment for the three 
girls to step throught the opening, one after the 
other and as they cautiously proceeded downward, 






carefully testing each step with a probing foot 
lest one of them should suddenly give way under 
their weight, they reached the door. Examina- 
tion showed it to be almost falling from its 
hinges. Time and the damp, underground atmos- 
phere had done their work and the merest touch 
would have been sufficient to send them crumbl- 
ing to the floor. Only a heavy iron bolt, secured 
by an ingenious lock through which it passed, 
held the door in place. Both lock and door alone 
seemed to have resisted the ravages of time but 
the girls saw it would be an easy matter to open 
the door by knocking off the useless hinges and 
sliding both bolt and door back. Dolores still 
held the long automobile wrench that she used 
a short while ago to tap the wall with. Raising 
it now, she was about to dispose of the hinges 
when a sudden exclamation from Mabel stopped 
the swift downward swing of her arm. 

"Sweet cookie!" she gasped, "we're going to 
be in an awful fix if Lenore and Alice don't 
hurry up with those other flashlights. This 
thing's going out !" 

"So it is!" replied Anita, noticing the fast 
dimming beam of light as the batteries lost 
power, " and I can't say I enjoy the thought of 
being left in the dark down here. Suppose we 
go back and see what's keeping 'em?" 

"They should have been here by now," answer- 
ed Dolores. "Maybe they couldn't find Mrs. 
Evans' flashlight in . the attic and are still up 
there looking for it." 

"Well," exploded Mabel, "wherever they are, 
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they ought to be here! There's no sense in all 
of us going back, though, to get 'em. Suppose 
you take the flashlight, Dolores, and see what's 
keeping 'em. Anita and I'll wait here for you. 
It'll take all five of us to move this door anyhow 
and beside, we need those other two flashlights." 

"I think you'll find a couple of extra batteries 
and a bulb under the seat of Lenore's car," 
Anita informed Dolores as she took the flashlight 
from Mabel. "I remember her father gave 'em 
to her the other day. You can fix this one up 
and then we'll have three lights to work by." 

"Okay," replied Dolores moving up the short 
flight of stairs. "I won't be gone long. I bet 
a nickel those two birds got cold feet." 

"Well, tell 'em to put on their galoshes and 
hurry up," advised Mabel, "only make it snappy. 
Staying down here in the dark isn't my idea of 
a pleasant way to spend a Sunday afternoon. 
And you might bring our coats with you," she 
finished, "I'm ca — ca — catching co— co— katchoo ! 
cold!" 

Dolores vanished through the opening in the 
wall just as Mabel sneezed. Anita giggled. 

"Now look what you've done," she grinned, 
"you've blown the poor girl through the wall." 

"I'll blow you through that door in a minute," 
threatened Mabel. "I feel another one coming." 

"I wonder what's behind that door?" mused 
Anita. "Lets see if we can open it." 

"And use what for light to see by?" scoffed 
Mabel. "Besides, we have nothing to take the 
hinges off with and even if we did, that door's 
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too heavy for just two of us to move. We'll have 
to wait for the others. I hope they don't take 
all day about it. This place is beginning to get 
on my nerves." 

"Mine too," Anita confessed. "I wonder what 
kept Alice and Lenore? Do you suppose Mrs. 
Evans came back and refused to let them come 
down after us and they're waiting for us instead?" 

"I dunno," replied Mabel. "We'll find out 
pretty soon, though. I wish Dolores would 
hurry. Catching cold and starving to death, 
especially underground isn't much fun." 

"Maybe there's buried treasure in there," con- 
tinued Anita, ignoring Mabel's ' complaint, "or a 
map showing where there's a treasure island some- 
place in the South Seas. Piracy was a big racket 
back in the days when this house was built, you 
know. Maybe one 'of the early Richardsons 
was a pirate or something." 

"Maybe," replied Mabel, "but if I thought 
there was a nice, warm restaurant behind that 
door, I'd bust it down in a minute. Hungry 
as I am, I can't eat buried treasure or maps. 
They'd be all full of spiders and dirt anyhow." 

Anita made no reply. The oppressive silence 
weighed heavily upon the two girls, a silence 
that seemed more complete, more profound because 
of the enveloping blackness around them. Tiny 
noises, unheard or ignored before now became 
loud, echoing sounds. Someplace water dripped 
steadily. Mabel shuddered. 

"I don't like this place!" she groaned, "I 
wish I—" 
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But the words died on her lips and two girls 
convulsively clutched at each other as faint but 
clear in the distance came scream after blood 
chilling scream and then silence! 
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CHAPTER VIII 

With a final, breathless leap, Lenore and Alice 
reached the attic and flung open the door to 
the room where, a week ago Alice found and 
Mrs. Evans identified, the Governor Winthrop 
Secretary in which the book containing the map 
had been discovered. As Lenore stopped for a 
moment to catch her breath, Alice taking advan- 
tage of her friend's brief respite, darted forward 
and with one swoop of her lithe body, snatched 
up the flashlight from the middle of the floor 
where Mrs. Evans had left it, spun about and 
was on her way downstairs again before Lenore 
knew what had happened. Flying down the 
steps from the attic to the second floor, Lenore 
was just in time to see Alice sprint down the 
hall, reach the stairs and go racing down. With 
a loud whoop she took after her but the nimble 
Alice was already halfway downstairs when 
Lenore reached the stairhead. Thinking to head 
her friend off at the bottom of the stairs, Lenore 
swung a leg over the bannister and in a twinkling 
was whizzing down the long railing but Lenore 
reckoned without the force of gravity and 
the flat topped, spiral newel post at the foot 
of the stairs. Both she and Alice arrived at the 
bottom simultaneously but unlike Alice, who had 
stopped upon reaching the living room Lenore 
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kept on going with what proved to be disastrous 
results. Unable to obtain a grip on the bannister 
to check her speed, Lenore slid over the flat 
topped newel post and was thrown to one side 
by it's spiral. Alice was standing not two feet 
from her as she was flung from the post and as 
her flying body came hurtling through space, 
Alice ducked. An instant later there was a 
sharp crack as head met head and both girls 
went crashing to the floor unconscious. 

It was not until two or three hours after 
leaving Holly House with the rest of the girls 
and her husband that Mrs. Evans drove to her 
own home where she began making preparations 
for her intended visit to some friends in Ridge- 
ville, a town some miles west of Oakdale. The 
afternoon was clear and bright and although 
cold, the weather presented none of the usual 
winter hazards to driving. What snowfall there 
had been was not heavy enough to impede traffic 
and the wind had swept most of the streets and 
roads clear. All in all, it was an ideal day for 
a drive through the country and as Mrs. Evans 
completed her toilet, she thrilled over the prospect 
of the long drive before her in the invigoratingly 
clear, refreshing air of that winter afternoon. 
But Mother Nature is ofttimes a mischievous 
wanton, presenting a bright, smiling, innocent 
face to an unsuspecting world and holding a 
custard pie of thunderstorms or snow ready to 
throw into it's face without the slightest provo- 
cation or warning. As Mrs. Evans stepped into 
her car that afternoon, the sky was cloudless and 
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all the world seemed bright and gay. In a few 
minutes Oakdale was left behind and as Mr. 
Evans sent his car purring over the smooth, wide 
highway, they both drank deeply of the clean, 
crisp air that came pouring in through the open 
windows. Mile after mile dropped behind as 
the car sped on toward Ridgeville. Suddenly 
it grew noticeably colder. Dark clouds began 
to appear on the horizon and little flurries 
of snow danced against the windshield and 
swirled in through the open windows of the 
car. Five minutes after the first light fall of 
snow, the flakes began to grow larger in size, 
greater in number and swifter in descent until 
it was impossible for Mr. Evans to see the road 
two feet ahead of him. Mother Nature had 
thrown another of her custard pies into the face 
of the world. The snowfall soon grew to the 
proportions of a blizzard, raging in all its wild 
fury like a pent up savage beast suddenly re- 
leased. Hastily Mrs. Evans shut the windows 
of the car while Mr. Evans set the windshield 
wiper going but to no avail. The wind piled the 
snow up in great drifts in front of the car, mak- 
ing vision impossible and driving a nightmare. 
Pulling over to the side of the road, Mr. Evans 
stopped the car, got out and peered carefully up 
and down the road in both directions to see if other 
cars were approaching while the wind tore at his 
clothing and the snow poured into the car through 
the open door. Satisfied that there was no traffic 
on the road, he resumed his seat behind the wheel 
and while Mrs. Evans kept her hand on the horn 
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button to warn any possible, unseen motorist, her 
husband turned the car around and started for 
home. Driving back to Oakdale proved to be less 
of an ordeal than driving away from it since the 
wind was now at their backs and the windshield 
wiper was able to function, providing a small de- 
gree of vision where there had been none before. 
They had been almost halfway to Ridgeville but 
it would have been foolhardy to have tried to con- 
tinue the trip in the teeth of the howling blizzard 
that seemed to have sprung up out of nowhere. 
Ordinarily, the time necessary to drive from Oak- 
dale to Ridgeville was from forty-five minutes to 
an hour. Mr. and Mrs. Evans had been on the road 
but half an hour when the storm broke but it was 
two hours later, after they had turned back, that 
they finally crawled into Oakdale tired and ex- 
hausted from the strain of feeling their way almost 
inch by inch through the blizzard. Thinking to 
take the usual short cut into town through Root 
road, Mr. Evans swung his car off the main high- 
way into that thoroughfare and was proceeding 
cautiously down it's stretch when suddenly his 
wife grabbed him by the arm and pointed ahead. 
Gleaming brightly through the blinding snowstorm 
were the lights of Holly House! Mr. and Mrs. 
Evans had not left their home to drive to Ridge- 
ville until four thirty that afternoon. The girls 
had faithfully promised their leader to be out of 
Holly House by six o'clock. With a hasty glance 
at the illuminated face of the clock on the dash- 
board of her car, Mrs. Evans saw with a wildly 
leaping heart that it was now seven o'clock and 
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Holly House was still brightly illuminated ! Never 
for a moment did she think that her girls would 
break their word to her. For a second the thought 
flashed through her mind that perhaps they had 
gone and had carelessly left the lights burning 
behind them but that too, was discarded from her 
mind as an injustice to her charges second only 
to the impossible one of infidelity to her. Some- 
thing was sorely amiss and as she communicated 
her fears to her husband, she swallowed a dry, 
hard lump in her throat. A moment latef Mr. 
Evans swung his car into the driveway next to 
the house and both he and his wife leaped out. 
The snow was knee deep all around them and the 
wind lashed their faces with it but unmindful of 
the fury of the storm, the intreped camp fire leader 
and her husband gained the front porch of Holly 
House and with a prayer on her lips, Mrs. Evans 
pushed open the front door and fairly fell into the 
little hallway, her husband at her heels. The cold 
rush of wind that swept through the house as the 
pair entered found the prostrate forms of Alice 
and Lenore before their leader could brush the 
snow from her eyes, and so it was that almost be- 
fore Mr. Evans shut the door behind him, the 
two girls stirred faintly and emitted low groans. 
Alice sat up weakly just as Mrs. Evans, with a 
half stifled sob, reached her side. Dropping to 
her knees, the camp fire leader caught Alice in her 
arms while her husband bent over Lenore who( was 
trying to struggle to a sitting position. 
"Take it easy, there, old lady," he soothed as he 
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propped Lenore against the newel post. "You'll 
be alright in a minute." 

"Oh, Billy!" gasped Mrs. Evans, "what do you 
suppose has happened? Where are the rest of the 
girls? There were five of them here when we 
left this afternoon!" 

"Don't get excited, Flo," advised her husband. 
"They're coming 'round now. We'll know all 
about it in a minute." 

Slowly Alice opened her eyes and looked around 
her. 

"Ooh!" she murmured thickly, "my head!" 

Lenore, too, was slowly, if somewhat painfully 
returning to consciousness. Her eyelids fluttered 
open and she gave vent to a deep sigh. Mr. Evans 
grinned. 

"That's the stuff, sleepy heads," he urged, "wake 
up and give an account of yourselves." 

"Run into the kitchen, Billy," Mrs. Evans asked 
her husband, as the still dazed girls tried to mois- 
ten their parched lips, "and get some water. And 
for heaven's sake, do be careful ! There might be 
a prowler someplace in the house!" 

Fully revived after partaking deeply of the 
water Mr. Evans brought them, the girls gazed 
sheepishly at one another although somewhat un- 
certainly. Their heads still felt as large as balloons 
and throbbed painfully and they found that if they 
gazed too intently at an object or person, that ob- 
ject or person terrifyingly assumed double pro- 
portions and persistently refused to remain in its 
proper place but kept weaving about in a most dis- 
concerting fashion. By experimentation Alice 
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found that by closing one eye, things not only 
took on a more normal appearance but seemed more 
stable and secure as well. While Lenore was still 
trying to orientate herself, Alice fixed Mrs. Evans 
with one large, round, blue orb and opening her 
mouth carefully, since every movement brought 
excruciating flashes of pain, she informed her 
leader of what to her seemed an obvious but still 
important fact. 

"Th'~- th' ceilin' I— landed on bo-both've us, I 
guess," she muttered thickly, "but I g— got th' 
flash— shlight." 

"What on earth is she talking about?" puzzled 
Mrs. Evans. 

"We'll find out in a minute," answered her hus- 
band. "They probably got a good bump on the 
head and we'll just have to wait until their brains 
clear. But I say !" he 'finished surprised, "what 
are all those auto tools lying about for? Do you 
suppose they could have been fighting? At any 
rate, they no doubt account for the comatose con- 
dition of these two young ladies." 

While Mr. Evans was talking, Lenore had been 
gazing around the room with a vacant, abstract 
stare and dimly wondering why there should be 
two of everything. Suddenly she sat bolt upright, 
the vacant stare left her face and her brain cleared 
as an awful realization snapped it back to nor- 
malcy. In a flash the events that transpired before 
she lost consciousness leaped into her brain. 
Springing to her feet, she dashed across the room 
to where the organ stood to make sure her senses 
were not still deceiving her. But her fear was a 
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reality. The organ had swung back into place! 

"Quick!" she screamed, wide eyed, "Help me 
with this ! They're still in there, buried alive!" 

"Oh my heavens Billy !" gasped Mrs. Evans 
weakly, "The blow has affected her mind !" 

Lenore's scream had the same restorative effect 
on Alice's senses that the discovery of the re- 
placed organ had on Lenore. Swiftly she jumped 
to her feet and ran to Lenore's side, all sensation 
of pain dulled by the tragedy they knew was tak- 
ing place or had already occurred behind that aged 
instrument. 

Alice's was not an hysterical nature but she 
found it necessary now to keep a firm grip on her- 
self. While Lenore tugged madly at the organ, 
she told Mr. and Mrs. Evans as calmly as she 
could of the discovery of the secret panel in the 
wall and the hidden stairs running down between 
the walls of the house behind it, producing the 
map which was lying on a nearby table as evidence 
that she spoke the truth. Snatching the map from 
Alice's hand, Mrs. Evans, after a hasty glance at 
it began to question Alice concerning it but Mr. 
Evans cut her short with a wave of his arm. Fling- 
ing off his coat, he placed his shoulder against one 
end of the old organ and heaved mightily. 

"C'mon gang," he grunted, "help me with this." 

"But thats not the way it works," explained 
Alice. "There's a secret spring in it someplace 
that moves it away from the wall." 

"Well, why on earth did'nt you say so?" de- 
manded Mr. Evans straightening up. "Where is 
it?" 
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"I don't know," confessed Alice. "Mabel found 
it while the rest of us were in the other room and 
now she and Dolores and Anita are someplace back 
there between the walls." 

"You see," continued Lenore, noting the puzzled 
look on Mrs. Evans' face, "they went down the 
steps in back of the organ while Alice and I went 
up to the attic to get your flashlight." 

"But we're wasting time !" cried Alice. "They're 
probably suffocating down there! We've got to 
get them out!" 

Mr. Evaas was already tapping every inch of the 
antique instrument in an effort to find the secret 
spring. 

"Well, come on and help me find the button or 
whatever it is that releases the spring," he called. 
"We can talk as we work." 

Taking his suggestion,' Mrs. Evans and the two 
girls joined in the slow task before them while 
Mrs. Evans continued her questioning. 

"What happened to you two?" she demanded, 
getting down on her hands and knees to explore 
the base of the organ. "Who knocked you uncon- 
scious?" 

"We did," replied Alice simply land as she 
crawled along the top of the instrument where 
she had climbed in the hope that the sought for 
spring might be found there, she told her amused 
auditors what had happened when Lenore reached 
the end of the bannisters. 

Alice had barely finished her narrative when Mr. 
Evans let forth a sudden roar of pain. 

"Ouch!" he cried, leaping back while his hands 
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flew to his head. At the same moment Mrs. Evans 
fell over backward while Alice clung desperately 
to the top of the instrument. Lenore was already 
sprawling on the floor for with a sudden jerk, the 
wheezy old organ had begun moving away from 
the wall ! Not knowing that she had done so, Mrs. 
Evans had pressed the secret spring situated near 
the pedal that had been the recipient of Mabel's 
kick. As the old organ swung away from the wall, 
the four stared in wide eyed, breathless anticipa- 
tion, wondering what sight would greet their eyes. 
Somehow, they half expected to see Mabel, Dolores 
and Anita standing there but as the organ came 
to a squeaking halt against the shorter wall, only 
the bare oak panel was visible and a sob of dis- 
appointment escped Alice's lips as she realized 
that more valuable time must be spent in finding 
the spring that elevated the panel before her 
friends could be rescued. With a nimble leap she 
descended from her perch and before the others 
recovered from their astonishment, she was fren- 
zedly tapping along the edges of the panel. Just 
as Mr. and Mrs. Evans reached her side with 
Lenore bringing up the rear, her exploring fingers 
touched a button and the panel slowly slid up- 
ward. Instantly Lenore brought her flashlight 
into play and as its bright beams flooded the dark 
cubby hole beyond, Mrs. Evans sprang forward 
with a cry of horror on her lips. 



CHAPTER IX 

As the last scream died away in the darkness, 
Mabel and Anita clung to each other in mortal 
terror, staring wide eyes into the surrounding 
blackness, afraid to move, scarcely daring to 
breathe. Theirj tongues clove to the roofs of their 
mouths and their breathing was short and labored. 
Cold perspiration stood out on their foreheads 
and their hands in each other's grasp felt wet and 
clammy. With straining ears they waited for a 
repitition of the screams but only the silence, in- 
tensified now by the sudden cessation of those 
mysterious cries, enveloped them. Mabel was the 
first to recover the use of her tongue. Swallow- 
ing with difficulty, she spoke in hushed whispers, 
fearful that some unseen and unknown foe was 
lurking in the darkness, ready to spring upon 
them at any moment without sound or warning. 

"I wonder if — if that w — was Dolores?" she 
gasped. "Wh— what d — do you th — think ha — 
happened? Oh, g — golly, I w — wish we'd ne — 
never come d — down h — here!" 

"S— so do I !" gulped Anita. "L— lets yell. May- 
be the others'll hear us. Maybe Dolores only yelled 
because she ran into Alice and Lenore in the dark 
and got scared." 

"Dope !" scoffed Mabel, a little of her first fear 
wearing off, "what would they walk in the dark 
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for when they have a couple of flashlights with 
them? If that was Dolores that screamed, she 
had something to scream about." 

"Well, maybe something did frighten her," re- 
plied Anita. "Otherwise why should she yell?" 

"Search me," answered Mabel, "But if she did'nt 
yell, who did? And if she did yell, what made 
her do it? She's got the flashlight and there's 
enough juice left in the batteries to light her way 
back. She could have seen anyone, if there was 
anyone, coming toward her and if there were, she 
could have ducked back here." 

"Maybe 1 it was'nt Dolores, then," suggested Ani- 
ta. "Maybe she got to the house just as Alice and 
Lenore were coming down and scared 'em. One 
of 'em might have screamed." 

"In that case," demanded Mabel, "where are 
they? They'd see in a minute it was Dolores and 
the three of 'em would have been here before this. 
Its been almost five minutes since we heard that 
yell and it didn't take us that long to get here in 
the first place. There's something fishy about this, 
alright." 

"Well, lets go back and see what happened," 
Anita suggested. "Maybe Dolores sprained her 
ankle or something and fainted. She might be 
lying out there now, unconscious, while we stand 
here like a couple of saps. Its like my Aunt Emma 
getting a telegram. She'd worry for hours about 
what was in it before opening the envelope to read 
it." 

"I'm not your Aunt Emma, thank heaven," 
Mabel replied, "but just the same, I'm not going 



chasing around in the dark, especially down here. 
I'll bet a cookie there's more to this underground 
business than we've found. In fact the more I 
think of it, the more I'm convinced I'm right. 
There; must be another door in one of the walls of 
that little passageway up there. Yep, that explains 
it, alright. It just fits. Come on, help me with 
this door, we have'nt a second to lose !" 

"What the deuce are you driving at?" demanded 
the perplexed Anita. "What explains what and 
where does it fit, if any? Or am I supposed to 
write a ten word slogan showing that some Camp 
Fire Girls go nuts if left in the dark too long? I 
suppose you think you're a negative and are be- 
ginning to de.velope." 

"Listen," began Mabel, paying no attention to 
Anita's sarcasm. "Up until last year, the cops 
have always had an easy time picking up Marshall 
Davis whenever they wanted him, did'nt they? 
They knew all his hideouts. Whenever he found 
a new place, it wasn't two hours before the police 
department knew about it. That was last year. 
This year, when the police want him for ques- 
tioning about something, they have to wait until 
he's good and ready to show up. Why? Because 
he's finally found himself a hideaway that's ab- 
solutely safe, where no one would ever dream of 
looking for him. Anita Brooks, I'll bet anything 
I've got that that bird is hiding someplace down 
here, between the walls of Holly House ! That's 
why Dolores screamed. That's why Alice and Le- 
nore never came. Marshall Davis kidnapped them 
and I've got a feeling we're going to be next! But 
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we'll fool him! He's probably waiting in the 
passageway for us now but there must be another 
way out of here. This door must lead someplace. 
Come on, help me get it off its hinges before he 
comes here to see what's keeping us." 

Anita caught her breath in a sharp gasp as Mabel 
explained her theory. There was an element of 
truth in everything she said. Marshall Davis was 
known, not only in Oakdale but in towns sur- 
rounding it, as a potentially dangerous character. 
While he had never done anything really criminal 
insofar as the townsfolk knew, his mental condi- 
tion made predicting his actions a rather uncertain 
business. Small wonder, then, that, things hap- 
pening as they did, Mabel's suspicions should 
turn to Marshall Davis and Anita had no dif- 
ficulty in believing her friend's fears. Reaching 
out in the darkness, to which their eyes had be- 
come accustomed, Anita seized Mabel's arm. The 
reassuring feel of Mabel's bulk gave her courage. 

"What are we going to do?" she whispered. "We 
can't move that door by ourselves." 

"We'll have to!" Mabel replied determinedly. 
"Its our only possible chance of escape!" 

"But we'll make a lot of noise," protested Anita, 
"and he'll hear us! Then what'U we do?" 

"Fight," retorted Mabel grimly. "I know its 
an awful risk, but we've got to do it. We've got 
to get out of here somehow and get help. Come 
on, lets find that door and get this over with." 

Hurling her bulk against the door Mabel sent 
it crashing to the floor. 
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"Mabel," whispered Anita, "where are you? Are 
you hurt?" 

"I don't think so," she replied uncertainly, "I 
seem to still be in one piece. How about you?" 

"I'm alright," answered Anita. "I wonder if he 
heard us." 

"I don't care if he did, now," replied Mabel. "I've 
got a hunch we'll be out of here in a minute." 

"I hope so," was the eager rejoinder. "Where 
do you suppose this leads to?" 

"Lets find out," Mabel responded. "Come on, 
give me your hand and lets go." 

Carefully feeling their way with hands and feet, 
the two girls stepped through the doorway into 
the room beyond. For a moment they stood, wait- 
ing but the expected sounds of someone approach- 
ing failed to reach them. 

"He must have given up Waiting for us," Mabel 
whispered, "Or else he didn't hear us." 

"I guess he heard us, alright," Anita answered. 
"Maybe the noise frightened him away. He pro- 
bably thinks there are more of us here than he 
thought." 

"Well, whatever it is, he isn't here yet. Lets 
see if we can find a way out of here now," replied 
Mabel. "You go to the left and I'll go to the right. 
We can feel our way along the walls until we find 
a door or window or something that'll let us out 
of here." 

"Okay," answered Anita. "I'll see you later. I 
think you've got a good hunch about this room or 
whatever it is." 
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"What do you mean?" Mabel asked„ "do you see 
a window or a light or something?" 

"No," replied Anita ruefully, "I wish I did but 
haven't you noticed the difference in the floor 
here? Scrape your foot along it. This one's stone 
or cement while the one back there is just plain 
dirt." 

"By golly, you're right!" exclaimed Mabel. "Now 
I know we'll get out of here. I'll bet a cookie we're 
under Holly House now instead or between its 
walls." 

"You mean we're in the basement?" asked Anita, 
surprised. 

"Nothing else but," answered Mabel gayly. 
"Come on, lets find the steps leading up to the 
kitchen." 

"It won't do us any good !" wailed Anita sudden- 
ly. "I just remembered I locked the cellar door 
before we had lunch. The knob golj stuck and the 
blame door wouldn't stay closed, so I locked it!" 

"Ooh!" groaned Mabel, "you do the brightest 
things!" 

"Well how was I to know we'd be stuck down 
here?" protested Anita. "Besides, how do you 
know this is the basement?" 

"A little birdie told me !" snapped Mabel testily. 
"Come on, lets see if we can't find a window or 
something to crawly out of. Holler if you find one 
and try not to break your neck." 

"I wonder why Marshall Davis hasn't come after 
us?" mused Anita as she moved off into the dark- 
ness. "He certainly must have heard us when that 
door fell." 




AT HOLLY HOUSE 

"Thats for him to worry about," Mabel called 
over her shoulder. "All you have to do is find a 
window or a door leading out of here and when 
you do, try not to lock it. Just let me know, I'll 
take care of the rest." 

Anita made no reply to Mabel's taunt but contin- 
ued on her way, carefully running her hands over 
the walls as she went. The room that the girls found 
themselves in proved to be a small one and it was 
not long before they met on the side opposite from 
their starting point. Their efforts to find a win- 
dow or a door leading out of the place had failed 
and for a moment neither girl spoke. A lump in 
each throat made conversation an impossibility and 
both were thankful for the enveloping darkness 
that hid the glistening tears that welled up in the 
eyes of each. Groping in the pocket of her middy 
for her handkerchief, Anita gave a sudden start 
of surprise as her fingers encountered something 
square and hard. With a swift movement she re- 
moved the object from her pocket and rattled it in 
her hand. 

"Mabel!" she cried exuberantly. "Look, 
^matches!" 

"Matches?" echoed the surprised Mabel. "Do 
yoinnean to stand-there and tell me you've had a 
box of matches in youi} pocket all this time and 
/'have only just tumbled/to the fact now?" 

"Better late than never !" laughed Anita. "Now 
we can see^what thjs place looks like!" 

Striking one^ofthe matches, she held the burn- 
ing stickjriof t while with quick eyes she and Mabel 
explored the room but no door or window was visi- 



94 



THE CAMPFIRE GIRLS 



ble, only the bare, grey, dirty stone walls threw 
back grotesque shadows as the match flickered and 
went out. Hastily striking another, Anita sud- 
denly leaped forward almost before the sulpher 
had burned off the head. Sinking to her knees in 
the dust and dirt she bent eagerly forward while 
Mabel watched, a puzzled expression on her face. 
But as Anita brought the match closer to the ob- 
ject that had so suddenly claimed her attention 
Mabel opened her eyes wide at what she saw. 
Sticking up from the center of the floor was a 
thick bolt through which passed a heavy iron 
ring! s 

"A trapdoor !" gasped Anita as her match went 
out. 

Reaching into the box, she was about to light 
another when Mabel grabbed her firmly by the 
wrist. 

"Wait," she whispered, "don't light any more. 
I hear footsteps! Someone is coming!" 



CHAPTER X 



The flashlight was rapidly growing dimmer and 
dimmer and as Dolores hurried along the narrow 
passageway, she hoped it would not go out alto- 
gether before she reached the house. She knew 
that if the light did fail before she reached her 
destination, she could feel her way along but not 
only would that result in further delay which, to- 
gether with the failure of Lenore and Alice to 
appear as promised would take precious moments, 
but the prospect of being left alone in that dark, 
underground chamber without any light to see by, 
made her shudder. A few more steps brought her 
to thej foot of the flight of stairs leading up to the 
house and although the light by now was very 
dim, Dolores took the stairs two at a time in a 
race to beat the dying batteries to the living room 
of Holly House. Glancing up as she ran her 
heart missed a beat as her searching eyes failed 
to see the expected, welcoming stream of light 
pouring from the opening in the wall upstairs but 
then she remembered that the stairs had seemed 
unusually long when she and Mabel and Anita de- 
scended them not so long ago and she thought that 
any moment would reveal the cheerful gleam over- 
head. But the! flashlight was almost out now, only 
a dim, feeble beam faintly outlined the steps be- 
neath her hurrying feet and Dolores found it neces- 
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sary to go more slowly and to watch carefully, each 
step she took for fear of stumbling or thrusting 
her foot into one of the spaces between each step 
for the stairway was nothing more than a series of 
rough boards laid across wooden supports on op- 
posite sides of the walls and nailed into place. 
Stopping for a moment to catch her breath, Dolores 
looked up and her heart leaped joyously as her 
straining eyes found what they had been seeking. 
High above her and streaming across the floor of 
the top landing was a bright beam of yellow light ! 
Another ten or twenty steps would find her once 
more in the warmth and bright cheerfulness of 
Holly House. With a happy laugh, she resumed 
her climb, feeling her way by running her out- 
stretched hands along the two walls on either side 
of her for her flashlight was useless now, its bat- 
teries had yielded their last ounce of current. Al- 
though every fibre within her was straining to 
fairly fly up the remaining steps, Dolores forced 
herself to proceed slowly and cautiously lest some 
last minute accident should prove to be her un- 
doing. Suddenly she stopped and her heart al- 
most stopped at the same time. She was on the 
top landing in the little closet-like space behind 
the organ. Her exploring foot found no more 
steps before it and as she looked down, she saw 
the bright, yellow beam of light she had seen while 
on the stairs but a moment before illuminate her 
feet and legs but that was all. There was no 
opening in the wall leading into Holly House, only 
that one bright beam of light filtering through a 
crack. The rest was darkness, complete and ab- 
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solute darkness. For a moment Dolores stood as 
though petrified, not knowing what to do or where 
to turn. Her senses swam and then suddenly the 
full import of the situation dawned upon her. The 
heavy oak panel that concealed the stairway had 
somehow or other fallen shut! Someone or some- 
thing had closed it unknown to Lenore and Alice 
who were still in the house. Thinking that per- 
haps the mechanism that held the panel up had be- 
come so rusty from disuse that it could no longer 
function, Dolores sank to her knees and tried to 
insert her fingers between the bottom of the panel 
and the floor in the hope that she could raise it 
but it fitted too snugly in its grooves to permit the 
passage of her slender fingers; and a hasty examin- 
ation showed her that it was only a slight crack in 
the panel itself that permitted the entrance of that 
one ray of light that had given rise to her hopes 
before. Standing up again, she knocked on the 
panel and called to Alice and Lenore to let her 
in. Receiving no response, Dolores thought her 
twoj friends were in another part of the house and 
were thus unable to hear her and so, grasping her 
flashlight firmly in one hand, she pounded with all 
the force she could command against the panel, 
stopping just long enough to call out her friends' 
names at intervals. But still there was no re- 
sponse. With a wildly beating heart, Dolores 
dropped to her knees again and placed her ear 
against the crack through which the light came 
but only the loud, steady ticking of the clock on 
the mantle piece on the other side of the room 
came to her. Bracing herself with both hands 
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against the panel, she next tried to peer into the 
room but the crack wasn't wide enough to permit 
her to see anything. Valiantly she strove to force 
down a rising feeling of panic. Jumping to her 
feet again she began pounding once more on the 
heavy panel, this time supplementing her blows 
with kicks but all to no avail. Suddenly she 
stopped and stared wide-eyed at the floor. The 
beam of light that lay athwart it was slowly grow- 
ing shorter and shorter. With deep, heavy gasps 
she watched, spellbound, unable to move, as the 
light retreated slowly but steadily across the floor 
and at length vanished altogether ! For a second 
Dolores stood rooted to the spot, plunged now in 
absolute darkness and then something within her 
brain seemed to snap and with a wild yell, followed 
by another and still another, she threw herself at 
the panel and dropped to the floor, unconscious. 
In the living room of Holly House, not fifteen feet 
from where she lay, Alice's and Lenore's huddled 
forms lay limply at the foot of the stairs and 
only silence reigned in Holly House. 
***** 

Swiftly stooping over the prostrate Dolores, 
Mrs. Evans lifted her to a sitting position but mo- 
tioning his wife aside, Mr. Evans lifted the un- 
conscious girl in his arms and carried her into the 
living room. Lenore meanwhile had snatched up 
the remainder of the glass of water originally 
brought for her and was following Mr. Evans 
with his precious burden to the couch when Alice, 
noticing the map on the floor and fearful that it 
would be stepped on and torn, made a sudden 
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leap for it, intending to retrieve it before Mr. 
Evans or Lenore should step on it with the result 
that just as Mr. Evans was placing Dolores on the 
couch, Lenore, who was just behind him tripped 
over Alice and pushing Mr. Evans aside in her 
headlong plunge, doused both Dolores and her- 
self with the /waterTVrhe sudden shock revived 
Dolores and while the three yent sprawling 1 in dif- 
ferent directions and/ Mrs. Evans collapsed with 
helpless laughter/on the organ stool, Dolores sat 
up and looked in amajzement at the strange scene 
before her. Mr. EvanLLenore and Alice were sit- 
ting on the flooVjnjrsing various, Wuised portions 
of their anatomy while Mrs. Evans sat, holding 
her sides and rocking bkck^andjorth with uncon- 
trollable mirth. Swinging her long legs to the 
floor, Dolores stood up. 

"Have you all gone 'crazy?" she demanded. 
"Whats the idea? Let me in on the joke too." 

At the sound of her voice, however, ,the three 
sprang to their feet and Mrs. Evans leaped from 
her stool. Instantly the four of them were crowd- 
ing around her, asking eager questions. 

"Wait a minute ! Wait a minute !" she cried. 
"I've got a few questions to ask, myself." 

"But Dolores," began Mrs. Evans, "how on 
earth did you ever — " 

"Ask them," replied Dolores anticipating her 
leader's question and pointing to Alice and 
Lenore. "Where were you anyhow and whats 
the big idea of closing that panel?" 

"We didn't close the panel, Dolores," explained 
Alice, "it closed itself." And in a few words 
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she related how the, impact of their falling bodies 
had jarred the panel loose. 

"Well," replied Dolores, puzzled, "if you were 
out cold when I came up here, who shoved the 
organ back in place?" 

"The organ?" repeated Alice, surprised, "why, 
didn't that swing shut at the same time the panel 
fell?" 

"It must have," put in Lenore. "It was shut 
when we regained consciousness. That was the 
firts thing I noticed, in fact." 

"Well, it wasn't," inisted Dolores. "When I 
came up here that panel was closed, alright, but 
the organ wasn't!" 

"But what makes you so positive about that?" 
questioned Mr. Evans. "You seem pretty sure 
of the fact that the organ was not in place when 
you reached that little room in there and yet 
you were on the other side, unable to tell where 
anything in this room was." 

"Because," answered Dolores, "there's a crack 
in that panel through which the light from this 
room came. If the organ had swung into place 
when the panel fell, I wouldn't have been able 
to see that light. But the organ was out of the 
way and I did see the light. I pounded on the 
panel to attract someone's attention and as I 
was knocking, someone swung the organ back 
into place, because the light that came through 
the crack began getting shorter and shorter and 
then went out altogether and I guess I fainted. 
But I know that organ wasn't in place when I 
came up here!" 
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"Billy," announced Mrsl Evans seriously, 
"there's someone else in this house besides us !' : 
'You're right!" gasped Lenore, "Mabel and 



Anita! They're still down there someplace! 
forgot all about 'em." I / \ 

"They're probably petrified W now," grinned 
Dolores, "its cold and dark down fhere^ and they 
haven't any light. Thats what I came up for. 
To see what happened to — " 

"Just a minute," interrupted Mr. Evans. "You 
say you were knocking on the panel when the 
light began to grow shorter, Dolores?" 

"Knocked?" laughed Dolores, "I blame near 
kicked the thing down. My feet still hurt from 
the beating I gave that poor old panel." 

"That explains it then," he smiled. "You see, 
just as the force of the fall Lenore and Alice 
took jarred the room sufficiently to shake the 
panel down, so the impact of your blows made 
the organ shake enough to release the spring 
that swung it back in place." 

"Are you sure about that, Billy?" asked his 
wife anxiously. 

"Of course, dear," he laughed. "Doesn't it 
sound reasonable to you?" 

"Yes," she replied, somewhat doubtfully, "but 
I'd feel a lot better if we could find Mabel and 
Anita and get out of here." 

"Well, let's start organizing our expedition 
right now," answered Mr. Evans. "Let's see, 
we have two flashlights here and I have two in 
my car, that makes four — " 

"And I've got an extra set of batteries and a 
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bulb in mine for the one Dolores brought up 
with her," offered Lehore. 

"Fine," replied Mr. Evans, "that makes five, one 
for each one of us, I think that ought to be 
enough, don't you Flo?" 

"Plenty," answered his wife, "besides, I have 
my little pocket flashlight that I always carry 
in my purse." 

"By Jove, that's right," cried Mr. Evans 
plunging his fingers into a vest pocket, "and 
I've got mine. I forgot all about 'em. Well, 
that makes seven flashlights altogether. I guess 
we'll be able to see our way around. Ready, 
everybody? The Evans Expedition for the Rescue 
of Camp Fire Girls starts! Forward march!" 

"Wait a minute!" cried Dolores, "before we 
go, let's make sure that nothing goes haywire 
this time. If these things shut again, its going 
to be just too bad and I'm too young and charm- 
ing to waste my youth and beauty in an under- 
ground tunnel." 

"Well, if you're an example of charm and 
youth," giggled Lenore, "I'd hate to see what 
the rest of your family looks like." 

But Dolores was too busy wedging magazines 
and paper under the organ and into the grooves 
of the panel to pay any attention to her friend's 
remarks. Making sure that both organ and panel 
were secured as tightly as possible, she took the 
added precaution of propping a large, heavy 
chair against the ancient musical instrument and, 
getting the ironing board from the kitchen, she 
thrust it under the panel, using it as an upright 
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bar to prevent the partition^ 
again. Satisfied, she stepped 
her work. ( 

"There," she sighed ^contentedly, "I 
that'll hold 'em for a while, (it'll take a 
quake to jar those things looseVnow." 

"Either that or a Camp Firemeetintf," com 
mented Mr. Evans dryly. "Come on, lets get 
started. I'll go first and Flo, you bring up the 
rear. Ready? Place your right hand on the 
shoulder of the person in front of you, everybody 
and hold your flashlights ready for use but don't 
light 'em. One at a time will be enough, we don't 
want to waste the whole works at once." 

Reaching the hole in the wall at the end of the 
passageway, Dolores started in surprise, "look!" 
she cried, "when I left Mabel and Anita here, 
that door was locked and bolted into that door- 
way !" 

"Oh my heavens, Billy, hurry!" cried Mrs. 
Evans. "Those two girls couldn't have broken 
that door down by themselves. Something must 
have happened to them!" 

"Well, its about time you mugs showed up!" 
came a familiar voice from the darkness beyond 
and a moment later two very dirty and bedraggled 
looking young ladies stepped into the revealing 
rays of Mr. Evans' flashlight. Instantly four 
other lights were snapped on, flooding the small 
areaway with light. 

"Mabel! Anita!" and with joyous cries Mrs. 
Evans, and the three girls rushed past Mr. Evans 
to embrace their comrades but Mabel was made 
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of sterner stuff. Holding up a commanding, if 
somewhat dirty hand she stepped back a pace or 
two. 

"Save the slobbering for later," she ordered, 1 
"and follow me. Wait'll you see what Anita and 
I found." 

"If it isn't an overcoat, I'm not interested," 
replied Lenore. 

"Huh," grunted Mabel, "you should talk! I'm 
so cold now that I'd probably roast to death in 
Alaska." 

"Try it, will you?" murmured Anita. "I always 
did like baked Alaska." 

"Why go to Alaska?" giggled Lenore. "She's 
half baked already." 

"Alright, children alright," groaned Mabel, "I 
realize that little girls must have their fun but 
wait until we get out of here." 

Leading the others back into the little room 
into which they had forced their way, Mabel 
and Anita proudly pointed out the bolt with 
the ring through it protruding from the floor. 

"Its a trapdoor," Mabel informed the others, 
"we were just going to try to lift it when we 
heard you coming. We thought it was Marshall 
Davis so we — " 

"Marshall Davis?" echoed the others, surprised, 
"why what—?" 

"Didn't he kidnap you, Dolores?" asked Anita, 
"and Alice and Lenore?" 

"Of course not," laughed Alice. "Where'd you 
get that idea?" , 

While Mabel and Anita told the others of 
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their fears and suspicions on hearing Dolores' 
screams and noting the failure of Lenore and 
Alice to join them, Mr. Evans was busily inspect- 
ing the trapdoor. Just as Mabel was telling 
how she removed the door, there was a sharp, 
squeaking sound accompanied by a series of 
grunts and groans from Mr. Evans as he raised 
the trapdoor. At once five flashlights and 
fourteen eager eyes sought the spot. Inspection 
quickly showed that the trapdoor, which was 
of stone, covered a hole in the floor about three 
feet deep and almost as many feet square but 
what caused eyes to stare and faces to become 
flushed with excitement was a rusty, dirty look- 
ing black box almost filling the entire space 
with a crude, faded skull and cross bones painted 
on its top! 
"Buried treasure!" breathed Alice. 



CHAPTER XI 



"Looks like it, doesn't it?" agreed Mr. Evans. 

"I wonder whats in it?" questioned his wife. 

"Gold, of course," replied Mabel excitedly, 
"I bet its full of Spanish Balloons." 

"Spanish what?" echoed Dolores incredulously 
as the others tittered. 

"Spanish balloons, pieces of freight, gold," ex- 
plained Mabel confusedly, her excitement mount- 
ing with each moment. 

"You mean Spanish doubloons," corrected Alice 
as the others roared with mirth, "and pieces of 
eight, not freight, silly." 

"Well, whatever it is, I bet that chest is full of 
'em," replied Mabel. "What else would be in 
a pirate's chest?" 

"Lungs and things, just like anyone else's," 
snickered Lenore. 

"Just because there's a skull and cross bones 
painted on the top is no reason why that should 
be a pirate's chest," began Dolores but Mabel 
was in no mood to be contradicted. 

"That's a pirate's chest," she asserted with 
vehemence, "and the next guy that says it isn't 
gets a healthy come-back from me." 

"Well, there's no sense in standing around here 
and arguing about it" suggested Alice, "lets open 
it and find out." 
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"But how are we going to get out of here?" 
asked Dolores. "It must be awfully heavy." 

"I'll tell you in a minute if it is or not," 
answered Mr. Evans stooping over and obtaining 
a firm grip on the chest. 

"Be careful, Billy," warned Mrs. Evans. "I'm 
as anxious as the girls are to see whats in there 
but I'm afraid you'll hurt yourself." 

"It is rather heavy," agreed her husband, stand- 
iing up, "but I guess if some of you lend a hand, 
we might be able to get it up to the house. I'd 
suggest opening it here but its too darn cold, 
besides, we haven't any tools here." 

"Well, come on then," urged Mabel impatiently, 
"lets get going. I'll burst with curiosity if we 
wait much longer." 

"Alright," laughed Mr. Evans. "I guess I 
can haul it out of that hole myself but I'll need 
your help to carry it up those endless stairs." 

"I have an idea!" exclaimed Lenore suddenly. 
"You've got a tow rope in your car haven't you?" 

"Yes," replied Mr. Evans, "but—" 

"So have I," interrupted Lenore. "Lets get 
'em. We can tie 'em together, wrap one end 
around the chest and pull it upstairs." 

"Swell!" complimented Mr. Evans enthusias- 
tically. "With seven of us pulling, I guess we'll 
be able to manage that part of it alright. The 
first thing to do though, is to make that opening 
up there bigger." 

"I've got my auto tools upstairs," replied 
Lenore, "we'll bring 'em back with us when we 
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go for the ropes. We can use 'em to pry those 
bricks loose." 

"Fine," agreed Mr. Evans, "come on, lets get 
the stuff and get started." 

"Better be careful, Mr. Evans," warned Mabel 
as the two moved off, "she seems to have a goat 
complex with a particular weakness for heads, 
the chief weakness being in her own." 

While the others waited, amusing themselves 
with various conjectures concerning the contents 
of the chest, Lenore and Mr. Evans returned to 
Holly House, obtained their tow ropes and tools 
and were back again in the little underground 
room, in, what seemed to the others, an incredibly 
short time. 

"Now then," began Mr. Evans, selecting a 
hammer and chisel from Lenore's tool kit, "lets 
see what a good house wrecker I am." 

Sometime later the group staggered wearily 
into the living room. 

"Oh golly!" murmured Mabel, "I never knew 
a warm room could be as heavenly as this ! I 
think I'm beginning to thaw out a little. Maybe 
by next spring I'll begin to get warm." 

"I was just wondering," began Anita, "if the 
people around here still observe that queer 
custom of eating? You know, putting delicious 
things into the mouth, chewing and then swallow- 
ing them? Its so long since I've done anything 
like that that I'm afraid I've forgotten how." 

"Well, we haven't!" came an answering chorus, 
led by Mr. Evans but almost before they had 
finished speaking, the sound of rattling, dishes 



reached them from the kitchen as Mrs. Evans 
set about brewing coffee and searching cupboards 
for whatever edibles she could find. 

"I want all of you to stay where you are and 
rest," she called, "while I find us something to 
eat. I've already discovered a can of coffee and 
a box of crackers." 

"Thats enough, we won't even want that much," 
called Mr. Evans, "come on in here and sit down, 
you're as tired as we are. After we get this 
chest open, we'll all go to a restaurant." 

"Restaurant," echoed Mabel. "Where did I 
hear that magic name before?" 

"You'll be sorry, Mr. Evans," cautioned Lenore. 
"You've no idea what a capacity she has." 

"Oh, I'm willing to take the chance," he 
laughed. "Something tells me I'm going to run 
her a close second at the table tonight." 

"The coffee will be done in a minute," an- 
nounced Mrs. Evans coming in, "but I'm afraid 
we'll have to drink it black and do without the 
crackers, they're mouldy." 

"Thats alright," replied her husband, "a sip or 
two will be enough to refresh us and after we 
get this thing opened up and find out whats in 
it, we'll all go over to the Ansonia for supper." 

A few minutes later, the hot, black coffee 
dispelling the last vestiges of chill, the five 
girls and Mrs. Evans gathered around the chest 
while Mr. Evans, after removing his coat, took 
a small sledge hammer from Lenore's tool kit 
and with two well aimed blows, broke the huge 
padlocks that held the lid fast. 
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"Well, here goes!" he cried and with a swift 
push, raised the lid. The first thing, however, 
that caught the wide, staring eyes of the group 
was not the contents of the chest but an inscrip- 
tion, painted in crude letters across the inside 
of the lid. Slowly Mr. Evans read aloud what 
was written there. 

ALAS! I AM UNDONE, FOR YE KNOW 
MY SECRET. 

"Golly !" whispered Mabel, awed by the mystery 
before her and forgetting for the moment her 
Spanish Doubloons and Pieces of Eight, "what 
do you suppose it is?" 

"We'll find out in a minute," promised Mr. 
Evans turning his attentions to the contents of 
the chest. A black, mouldy looking cloth covered 
the top completely concealing whatever lay 
beneath it and as he picked it up, it came apart 
in his hands. A dank, musty odor assailed the 
nostrils of the group as bit by bit the cloth 
was removed, revealing the glitter of glass under 
it. As the last of the cloth was removed, a framed 
picture, resting on brackets within the chest 
came into view. It was a painting of a large, 
ruddy looking man with fierce black mustachios 
and a wide brimmed, white plumed hat cocked 
recklessly over one eye. He was standing in 
an attitude of defiance, arms folded across his 
chest, a long, black cloak hanging down behind 
him and a sword dangling at his side. The 
wide spread legs were encased in high leather 
boots such as were worn by English cavaliers 
during the eighteenth century. Lifting the picture 
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from its long resting place, Mr. Evans peered 
into the bottom of the chest where lay a brace 
of old fashioned pistols, four cutlasses and a 
roll of parchment. One by one he lifted out 
the articles and placed them into eager, out- 
stretched hands for examination, keeping the 
parchment roll for himself. With careful fingers 
he untied the faded ribbon that held it and, after 
shaking it free of dust, unrolled it. It was as 
large, in length and breadth, as an ordinary 
sheet of writing paper and was covered from top 
to bottom with closely printed hand lettering. 
It was dated 1730. 

"H'm," mused Mr. Evans as he scanned the 
document, "it looks as though we've found some- 
thing really worth while." 

"Does it say who this old boy was?" asked 
Dolores pointing to the picture. 

"He must have been a pirate, alright," ventured 
Mabel, "he looks like one and these knives and 
pistols were probably what he made his living 
with." 

"Yes," replied Alice, "and that black cloth was 
in all probability his cloak, maybe the very one 
he's wearing in that painting, but I never heard 
any stories about any of the Richardsons being 
a pirate." 

"Maybe his name wasn't Richardson," suggested 
Anita. "Maybe one of the Richardsons captured 
him and — " 

"Brought him home and had him stuffed, I 
suppose?" interrupted Lenore with a giggle. 

"Well, what does it say, Billy?" prompted Mrs. 
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Evans as her husband seemed lost in his perusal 
of the parchment. 

"As far as I've been able to make out," he 
replied, "the original Richardson that settled 
here when the United States were still British 
colonies, wasn't named Richardson at all. His 
name was William Ashbolt otherwise known as 
The Slasher and the terror of the seven seas. 
That's his picture. He came here to escape 
capture and hanging. But listen to what h« 
says about himself." 

"Golly," gasped Mabel, "isn't this thrilling?" 

"Even without the Spanish balloons and pieces 
of freight?" teased Lenore. 

Clearing his throat, Mr. Evans put an end 
to further repartee and a complete silence settled 
over the room as he began to read the strange 
document. 

"I, William Ashbolt," (he read), "known by all 
as The Slasher and the Scourge of the Seven 
Seas do hereby make my peace with God by the 
following full and true confession of my deeds. 

"Having practiced the Art of Piracy for many 
years, it came to pass that His Majesty the 
King set a price upon my head, said price being 
five hundred pounds Sterling. The open sea 
being no longer safe, I set sail in my barkentine, | 
the Triton, for the Barbary coast where, for a 
time, I knew I could avoid capture. But on the 
fourth day out from Plymouth we encountered 
and set upon a British four master bound for 
the Colonies. In the fight that ensued, I engaged 
in a hand to hand combat with an English 
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gentleman, whom, despite the heat of the battle, 
I noticed bore a striking resemblance to me. My 
men were routed, my ship sunk and I was taken 
prisoner but under cover of darkness, I escaped 
from the cabin in which I was locked, slew my 
double and changed clothes with him, carrying 
his body back to the cabin I had just left. My 
unknown prototype was buried at sea the next 
morning upon discovery of his body by the 
steward and I continued to the Colonies in his 
stead, albeit keeping to my cabin for the entire 
voyage on the plea of being sore troubled with 
the wounds received in combat. Having kept 
my hat, cloak, pistols and cutlasses, I sat for 
my portrait upon my arrival in New York, wear- 
ing them and thus signifying the end of William 
Ashbolt, pirate and the birth of James Richardson, 
English gentleman and colonist. Fearing detec- 
tion if I remained on the coast, I proceeded as 
far inland as the borders of civilization permitted, 
wooed and won a comely wench, one Hannah 
Ross and settled down to the quiet life of a 
country gentleman. By the Grace of God, I 
prospered, built this dwelling with its secret 
passage, known to nought but myself and wherein 
I shall conceal this document and I pray the 
Lord it is not found in my lifetime nor in the 
lifetime of my children* I have made a map 
showing its resting place but so artfully have 
I concealed it that only time, rotting away its 
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covers shall reveal it. And may the Lord have 
mercy on my soul." 

(Signed) 

William Ashbolt, pirate 
alias 
James Richardson, gentleman 
For a moment no one spoke, each was living 
in her own mind the adventurous days of William 
Ashbolt when brave galleons sailed the seas. 
Suddenly the spell was broken. A rush o£ feet 
on the porch and the sharp ring of the door bell 
brought them back with a jerk to their surround- 
ings. Jumping up, Lenore ran to the window 
to see who their late visitors were. Looking 
out, she sprang back with alarm. 
"Its the police!" she gasped. 



CHAPTER XII 



"Naturally," smiled Alice, amused at Lenore's 
evident fear, "I expect its my Dad." 

"I bet Mom and Pop are worried stiff," Mabel 
began but sergeant Blake interrupted her as he 
entered the room. 

"Why should they be?" he asked, "they know 
where you are. You see, I met some of your 
friends coming from the movies and when I 
asked where Alice was, they told me the five of 
you were spending the afternoon here. Later 
when the blizzard began, I knew you wouldn't 
want to be out in it, so I phoned your folks 
and told 'em you were still here and not to 
worry." 

As sergeant Blake finished his explanation, a 
sigh of relief went up from the five girls. 

"Now that that's settled," he continued, "sup- 
pose you let us in on the mystery? You're not 
going to leave your Dad out in the cold, are you 
Alice?" 

"Her part comes later," interrupted Mabel.. 
"The story starts with me." 

Listening attentively as first Mabel and then 
the others told of finding the map and the secret 
stairs that led to the pirate's chest, Sergeant 
Blake laughed uproariously when Mabel and 
Anita spoke of their fears as to Marshall Davis' 
new hideout between the walls of Holly House. 
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"He'd never come ; here in a million years," 
smiled the sergeant. ''Do you know where we 
finally found him? In the basement of the Star 
theatre! He wants to be a movie actor, you 
know and he heard that the film comes in rolls 
and is projected on the screen from top to 
bottom, so he was waiting in the basement for 
the actors to come down!" 

Some time later seven tired but no longer 
hungry people pushed back their empty plates 
as they sat around a table in the Ansonia Restau- 
rant and regarded each other with sleep filled 
eyes. 

"For two cents," yawned Dolores, "I'd go to 
sleep right here." 

"I could do it without the financial inducement," 
replied Anita. 

"So could I," answered Lenore drowsily, "in 
fact, I believe I am." 

"You're all too late," chuckled Mr. Evans 
pointing across the table to where Mabel was 
sitting, "she's beaten you to it." 

Her appetite sated, Mabel had promptly drop- 
ped off to sleep. A partly eaten drumstick 
clutched tightly in one pudgy fist, her body 
slumped forward in her chair and her head loll- 
ing to one side with her mouth open, the sleep- 
ing girl presented such a ludicrous picture that 
for a moment, the others forgot their fatigue and 
began to devise various schemes for waking her 
up. 

"Has anyone a pin?" asked Lenore who was 
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sitting next to her, "or a rubber band or some- 
thing?" 

"Don't be so helpless," scoffed Anita from her 
place opposite the sleeper, "there's a glass of 
water, a fork and all those left overs at your 
disposal. Exercise your ingenuity for a change." 

"If Mr. Evans will contribute the ashes from 
his cigar," suggested Dolores, "with a little water 
we might be able to duplicate Pirate Ashbolt's 
mustachios." 

"We'd need more than ashes and water to 
make handlebars like those," giggled Alice, "but 
we could shove a couple of spoons up her sleeves 
so they'd drop out when she gets up to go." 

"Swell," agreed Lenore and despite the mild 
protests of Mrs. Evans, began steathily sliding 
knives (since, being straight, they were easier 
to handle) up the .unsuspecting Mabel's arm 
while the others looked on and tittered. But 
Lenore was more eager than cautious and Mabel 
awoke with a start but not before three or four 
table knives and a salad fork had found their 
way up her sleeve. Keeping their facial expres- 
sions as serious as they were able under the 
circumstances in order to avoid cause for suspi- 
cion oh Mabel's part, the others watched as, 
stretching her arms wide, Mabel yawned and 
blinked her eyes but the silverware remained 
where it was for the time being. 

"Boy, oh boy," she sighed, "am I tired, or am 
I tired? C'mon lets go. I've got a lot of sleeping 
to do." 

"My gracious !" cried Mrs. Evans glancing at 
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her watch, "its after ten. I'd no idea it was 
so late. Come on, all of you, home and to bed. 
Remember, you've got to get up early for school 
tomorrow." 

"Killjoy," muttered Lenore, "what do you sup- 
pose we've been trying to forget all evening?" 

Despite the hour, there were a few late diners 
in the restaurant other than Mr. and Mrs. Evans 
and the girls. Rising to leave, Mabel inadvert- 
antly drew the attention of the others to herself 
and her companions by suddenly remembering the 
pirate's chest and bemoaning the absence of gold 
in it, all in a rather loud tone of voice. 

"Maybe though," she concluded, "the knives 
are real silver." 

And at that precise moment, jarred from their 
hiding place by a sudden movement, the table 
knives Lenore had slipped into Mabel's sleeve 
slid out and went clattering and ringing to the 
floor! 

Mabel stood as though petrified, not knowing 
where to look or turn while every pair of eyes 
in the restaurant was focused on her. Covered 
with confusion, her face a flaming red, she felt 
the gazes of those around her burn into the very 
depths of her being. But the scene was too 
much for her friends. With smothered shrieks, 
they ran from the restaurant, leaving poor Mabel 
to her fate. A kindly cashier, sensing a prank 
had been played, smiled at her reassuringly while 
a waiter retrieved the silverware but to the 
harrassed Mabel the cashier's smile was an evil 
leer and the waiter became a detective who would 
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have pounced upon her had it not been for the 
saving presence of Mr. and Mrs. Evans. Some- 
how or other she suddenly found herself on the 
street where the cold night air restored her to 
her senses but Lenore, Alice, Dolores and Anita 
were nowhere to be seen. 

As Mr. and Mrs. Evans with Mabel stood 
on the sidewalk, puzzled over the sudden and 
mysterious disappearance of the four girls, they 
heard a familiar voice whisper from a nearby 
doorway. 

"If I hadn't been such a sap and brought my 
car instead, we could beat it," it said.- 

"Lenore Rivers," commanded Mrs. Evans, "you, 
Alice, Anita and Dolores march right out here!" 

"Just you wait," threatened Mabel as she fol- 
lowed the others into the Evans' sedan, "I'm not 
making any promises but boy oh boy what I'm 
going to do to you will make the tortures of 
the Spanish Inquisition look like a Sunday school 
picnic." 

"Thats bad enough," murmured Dolores sleep- 
ily, "I went to one once." 

Half an hour later five very tired but thoroughly 
happy Camp Fire girls dropped off to sleep, each 
between the cool, relaxing sheets of her own 
bed. Four of them slept soundly until seven 
thirty the next morning when their respective 
mothers woke them to go to school. One rose 
of her own accord at seven o'clock and before 
seven thirty had called at four different homes and 
under one pretext or another visited the bedrooms 
of certain sleeping girls, which perhaps explains 
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why, when getting dressed that morning four 
somewhat sleepy girls unwittingly plunged stock- 
inged feet into shoes partly filled with snow. 
But Mabel will always stoutly maintain and 
back her statement with parental proof, that 
•her mother found it a difficult task indeed to 
rouse her in time to attend her first class that 
morning. 
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THE END 



